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POET L 



O bnglc^ni« of Engluli song. 
Oy<nivho made the Lighl Brigade 
A prnm-b. to whoK Ijre belong 

Otu^ast gttal Hr 



Yet Willi the jtarii liiiisbts of his ue 
H^ time to win (or EnglL^hmM ^ 
The chuacler on Histoiy'a juge 
Of lighting <Kjt the one «• ten 
And conqueiiug- 

So Jealously oat En^ln^— then 
1 lud not veatnrcd rtiiia to novo 
Voor good-wiJL hot I seek her fkme 
So stuncUyi that I hoped to move 



Vafaltericg— fOD, whom all would m 

I The Raphael of EDflU&fa vn^e 
For peifed senie ofbeauly shewn 



AikI I beseech 
end gently— for though I ill tell 
[y taTe, il tovM oar England wetl. 



403540 ".■-"•t;oogic 
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Zo tbe •ReaSer. 



T HAVE called this diama epic, becaose it contains much not 
essential to tbe dianiatic development, but which it was difBcoll 
to exclude, since the Prince, dramatic though his life may be, was 
essentially an epic chaiaclei living in an epic age. An epic, pure and 
simple, few would venture to attempt to-day, even if there were not 
already, dealing with this very age, the great prose-epic of Froissatt. 
1 have thought it best therefore 10 use the dramatic form, filling in, to 
give an epic completeness to the picture, certain passages in the Prince's 
life and times which would be superfluous in strict drama. Shakspere 
has lent his authority to the admission of this epic element into historical 

Before beginning to write, I worked at all the historical materials 
known to me in the libraries of the British Moseurn and Canterbury 
Cathedral, in Ihe desire to conform strictly with actual fact, wherever 
we have an eiplicit account, and to know where the absence of detailed 
information left one free to dramatise. In this way I learned, for 
instance, that I could use considerable latitude In my conception of the 
Prince's wife — of whom I could lind no complete and authentic account, 
but had to dig up mfoimiition piece-meal from old chroniclers and 
county historians. 
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TO THE READRR. 

It is wearisome to recount a list of aathorides. Speaking generally, 
I have followed Froissart, supplemented by other contemporary writers 
and subjected to the light of modem criticism, but I must acknowledge 
a special debt to Longman's Edward III. 

The fourteenth century saw the death-blow given to Knight errantry 
just as the fifteenth century saw the fell of the Barons, The day 
when men could win battles by mere personal- prowess — one strong 
knight in his armour of proof scattering dismay through an army, 
like Audley at Poictiers, was over when England's long bowmen 
reached the perfection which they attained under Edward III. In- 
Henry V.'s wars we hear no mote of the feats of Mannys and Audleys; 
war, like painting and other arts, was emerging from its second childhood. 
But in the age of the Black Prince chivalry was at its zenith. I have 
chosen this period, therefore, to depict the life and death, not only of the 
Prince, but also of chivalry, of which he was one of the most typical, as 
well as the last, exponents. Chivalry concerned itself only with knights 
and kdies, with men and women of gentle birth : it was reckless of 
the sufferings, of the very existence of the common people ; nay, it 
rather resented that there should be any, except as retainers of the I 
noble. But, though it was so hopelessly immoral in this particular, we 
cannot be blind to its true elements of greatness, its honourableness, j 
its fearlessness, and its international amenities of courtesy in an age 
when international law there was none, save b the discretion of the I 
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TO THE READ ER . 

Chivalry was a motber of heroes. II woald be difficult to pick out 
any age with men more heroic in their different types than the Prince 
himself, stern, ei^ei, impatient of obstacles, and with a piajei on his 
lips as he calmly surveyed desperate odds ; or his contrast Chandoi, 
gay with a careless smile or a snatch of song, as he code lo almost 
certain destruction ; oi Manny, conspicuous among them all for 
contempt of danger and disparity of numbers. These men — men who 
have made the name of Englishman proverbial for individuiiJ strength 
and courage — are the personages of Ibis play. I have chosen this 
subject, in spite of the amount of labour involved, and the chance of 
failure, because I consider the noblest poetry to be that inspired by 
pride in one's Country. 

In one passage I have imitated Teimyson's method, and in another 
Matthew Arnold's, because they seemed to be exactly the right forms 
of expression for the particalar circumstances there treated. 

It is history that has obliged me to do violence to my hero-woiship 
in making Chandos boast just before bis fall, and made me sacrifice 
dramatic effect here and there, as students of the period will perceive. 

I may mention in the matter of typography, that I have put capital 
initials to words Dsed in a technical sense, soch as Lances, when 
meaning men-at-arms ; Bmes, when meanii^ bowmen ; Banners, when 
meaning bannerets ; the Royal tVe and Us, and the like. 

DOUGLAS B. W, SLADEN. 

Palazzo Shniiderff, Florbncg, 
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JOHN D'AYRE ) 

The LORD OF BEAUJEU. 

GUY D£ NESLE. 

Sir OUDEART DE RENTY. 

Sir PEPIN DE WERRE. 
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Edward, the Black Prince. 



Act I. 



Tha Qonn'i ReceptiofKnuunbcr b 



Bi. P. Mother, I vaiil m; Cousin, Princess Joan? 

Queen. Wherefore boy-Son? to dance with? Bl. P. Nay, foi wife. 

Queen. You must dance ofl ere il be time for that 

Bl. P. Nay, Mother, jest not. Queen. Nay Son, I jest not. 

You are not old enough to play at wives. 

And Joan is ripe three Eummeis more than you. 
Bl. P. That know I, Madam Mother, but I love her. 
Queen. This, though your Mother loves you not to love her ? 
BL P. There are two loves, the one in us inborn 

For those to whom vje owe our Wrth and one ; 
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ED If A SO, THE BLACK PRtNCB. 

Tbe other 13 inspiied, a light fiom Heaven 
To ope our ejes to graces indistbct 
la common day. That which I owe mji birth 
I'll pay as lits a prince, aye mote, as aon ; 
But that which comes of Hear^n, shall the flowei 
Of earthly love receive this blessed dew 
■ With petals closed against it ? Quan. Nay, sweel Son, 
Vou are too young to lisp like troubadours ; 
Throw-off conceits of Heaven and the flowers. 
And list to me. I doubt not of your love — 
Boy-love is worship — But our cousin Joan. . . . 
Bt. P. What of our cousin Joan? is she not fair ? 

Have not men hailed her the Fair Maid of Kent, 
Hailed her the rose of womanhood, the crown 
^ Of living things? Queen. The fleeting, fairest charm 
Of ilowers, and stars, and seasons, has she caught ; 
Her flesh is spring- anemone, her hair 
Is soiV and gold as sheen of autumn son 
On age-browned stones in our old belfry towers: 
Her presence is, the sun— where'er it shines 
Is sunshine, and in hearts where it has shone, 
When it has passed, there is but cloud or night : 
Her voice is rippling water ; silence it 
And hear a void in nature ; and her eyes 
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EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. 



Are like tlie morning summer in Gnienne 
Blue-sliIed, intense, but with the merry West 
Blowing up cool and laughter from the quays 
Which rib the broad GaroDne. I know all (his, — 
Bui then, sweet son, this Joan is a wildrose 
Whom all touch that are tall enough to reach. 

BI. P. Nay but you mean a primrose by (he mill 

Of Wickhambreux, that gladdens lord and serf 
With her free modesty, that grows in glade 
And therefore courts no gaze, but, growing wild. 
Is free to all. Joan is but nataral. 

Queen, Kings are shut-in from Nature, generous boy ; 
Nature to princes is a sealed-up book ; 
A king unhedged is next a king uncrowned ; 
Shew them to men as common natural men. 
And men will doubt of their divinity. 
And voices rise " What virtue is in kings 
■ That we should worship them as gods on earth ? " 
Joan prizes not her worth at your queen's due ; 
She wears that rose, her beauty, on her sleeve, 
As though she were a chapman's child, to whom 
Each gallant coming to her father's booth 
May whisper words of courtship, while he drains 
The income of his lands on mercery. 
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EDWARD, THE BLACK PRIHCB. Ac 

Bl, P. I'd beggar all my herit^e for Joan. 

Indeed you wrong her, Molhei. shsming her 

With lightness ; lier free mien is but the honej* 

Of comtesy, the milk of baman -kindness. 
^tteti. This more — The Son of England must not stoop 

Below his eyrie, but most gaze abroad, 

Uoblinking thongh he look the sun in Uxx, 

Until he sees a spousing eagle, hatched 

At the same dizzy height of royalty. 
Bl. P. Sweet Madam, let me spouse my cousin Joan ? 

For I will have none olhei, though I live 

To Iciught my brothers' grandsons. QtntH. Peace, boy-son, 

Yon are calf-young ; 'tis time enough to Innd 

In marriage, when some mighty breach of State 

Can best be mended with a maniage lie : 

The Crown of Scotland hangs on one weak thread, 

And Philip sits uneasy on his throne. 
Bl. P, I yield, my Mother. — I must tvail for her ; 

But It is her I wait for ;— heed you that 
Qatttt. (WMt) None sweeps in thus but Durham. (oibKi/) Leave us, s( 

(Exit the PriDM^-SoIer Thomu qF Halfield, Bishop of Durium J 

Quan. Welcome, my Lord, confess me of my doubt. 
Durham. Madam and daughter, reference — I hear. 
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S<;au I. BDWARD, THS BIACK PRISCS. 

Qiiatt. The Prince, my boy, neighs for his consin Joan i 
Grant that the Pope absolves their cousiDShlp, 
Grant that the Son of England may not Sy 
At hi^er game than bieeds beside his- door, 
I brook not Joan foi daughter. She is ^r 
As God has moulds for voman ; and all men. 
From Edward to the villeins give her love, 
Sudi as th(y give a winter rose, or May 
Witb early leaves, rich flowers and summer hours; 
But she breathes not the high imperial soul 
That should fire her who weds the destinies 
Of our expanding England, is not shrewd 
" In thonung touud her bcaaty, as a maid. 
And that maid a princess, should hedge her bk>oia. 
This more, kings are Dot wedded, nor kings' sons. 
For play, (like beggar men, who mate for hiycf 
And breeding up of servants, ) but must wait 
Until some goige with danger eddying through , 

Yields safety only to a bridge of hearts. 
Durham. There's nought abates the feverish pulse of love 
Like letting of the blood, not his own blood 
Of a necessity, but blood, much blood. 
Maro, I think, sang " Love is lost in battle ; " 
Whoever sang, iaog truly : let Lord Edward 
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EDU^ARD, THE BLACK PRINCE . Act f. 

With his great father knight it overseas 

When neil King Edward carves his claim on France, 

And, I will prophet, the game-cockerel 

Will look to bloody spurs and bleeding combs 

More than to any hen in all the roost. 

Blood, Daughter-Queen ! Youth loves the noble game ; — 

Aye so does Age and Reverence— everything 

That wears the shape and holda the heart of man. 

I am a churchman, Madam, — may cot wield 

I The carnal sword, — but I am lay my mace 
And bow the heads I lay it on like thistles: 
And Heaven grant I flail it, ere I die 
On those stune Scots, those reiving runaways 
Who sweep my bishoprick to my castle's walls. 
Queat. Which grant that I may witness, man of peace. 
For I would have a chnrch-man still a man 1 
If the prime cure for love be letting blood, 
I'll broach il to Lord Edward and the King. 

And what d Joan ? Durham. Has the flower caught the dew P 
Queen. That know I not, nor how to probe her heart. 
Durham. Bees use their tongues. Queen. She is Plantagenet, 
And has the strong juice of that m^ed stock 
For all her wildrose freedom, and her smile 
Hiat gleams like sunshine on the world below. 
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Scent/. EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. 

Durham. But what of that. Queen-daughter ? I shall grant, 

Not sue, the &voui. Oh ) the secular arm 

Is clumsy-fiDgered, and the unclerked htain 

Drilled for the helmet, not the war of wits. 
Qatm. Sunk in quicksand, and lost without your aid. 

How ai^e with the hand that draws me out ? 
Durham. Then I may summon her and give her parley 

As chance presents? That she should wed another 

Prevents, and tetttog blood can only cure. 

I may tE,lk banns ? Queen. Without a rein, my Lord, 

Jacqueline of Neufville, (Om of her Ladies comes /orward) 
pray the Princess Joan 

To give us vantage of her company. 

Father, till then, you will confess our Sort 

To see if he have appetite as sharp 

For warring, as for wiving, [ike a man. { 

Gacqaelbeeiit; the Qhkd ^oestolhe dcoraud tummons 

Queen. No knight, no lady. When a lovei'd leap 
Into the heart of fair roaid nobly-born 
His heels must be gold-spurred. The flower you grasp 
Is born-Princess and beauty-Queen. — For such 
Armies have bled, and towns been ten years si^ed 
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EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. 

And nought left of a nation, but a song 

Bom in a blind bard's brain. Say, son of mine, 

Have you the heart to win your love like those ? 
Bl. P. Aye, I would owe my sword for love, fame, life. 
QuuM. Well then, first win your knighthood from these French. 
BL P. When, Mother, when ? For I would win my love 

Not with excuses for my lack of kni^thood 

But with authority of knightly fame. 

When may I win my knighthood ? Queen. Softly, son ; 
You'll win no spurs from us two — -I am woman 

And mitres guard their heads, without recourse 

To mace my Lord might wield too well for you. 

How if your lather carried you to France 

When next he goes to quarry for his crown ? 
Bl. P. How but as eaglets and the lion's whelps 

When they are free to leave their lairs and hunt 

Over the realms of royal birds and beasts 7 
Qttitn. Well then, strong whelp, fledged eaglet, you shall forth 
( And whet your talons in the back of France 

When next your father crosses to the chace. 
Bl. P. Time is a snail till then. Queen. Now hasten Joan. 

( Th Durham) Love, bhnd to faults, has hawks' eyes for puisi 
Durham. Poor ' Lilies ' in the pathway of such claws 1 

This is the true breed of the English lion 
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ScHitl. EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. 

That tote the heart ofWales and stunned the Scot. 

[EnUr PrincasJooM.) 
Joan. Madam ray Couan, you have honoured me. 
Quten. My Lord will show you further of Our love. 
Durham. Now tell me, Daughter, you are fain to wed ? 
Joaa. Well yes and do, — Yes, if I love my lord. 
No, if you fear I kV of dwelling here 
With Madam my queen-cousin. Durham. You are ward 
Of the most puissant Edward, King of England, 
King, both declared and by descent, of Fiance, 
And Lord of Iieland, Duke of Aquitaine, 
His to withhold or to bestow his grace 
When you blush prayer for marriage. Say if^ thrilled 
With conquest love or feast, of sheer good will 
He bade you wed your fancy, is there knight, 
Prince, Earl or Baron of renown and lands — 
So dear to Fortune thai for him you seek 
The grant of your fair body and estates ? 
foan. What means this jest ? this idle questioning ? 
DurAatn. No jest, no idle questioning. The Queen, 
< Noting each day divisions in her Court, 
Blood spent, and feuds b^otten over yon. 
Thinks, of pure love for yon, to crave the King 
To wed you off and quit them of their suit. 
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EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. Act I. 

Gracious, she makes ;oii partnei of her soul ; 

If then you ha.ve inclined your ear to one 

In prejudice of others — well she wills 

To have j'ou wed, so it be worthily. 

With him your choice would fly to, if unchained. 

Speak I thank the Queen for this her gracious mind. 
Joan. Madam, how can I oETer you my duty ? 

But sooth to tell, I have no lord or knight 

To reverence thus above all other knights. 
Durham. Think! None? Joan. Unlessit be Sir Thomas IloUand, 

Whom I have met with the Earl Salisbury, 

Being Earl Salisbniy's knight. Queen. Sir Thomas Holland ? 

If the King bade you take Sir Thomas Holland, 

Would you in your most sacred heart of hearts 

Pray blessings on his grace, to ease your thanks 7 
Jean. Why yes, he is so valorous, proved knight. 

Famous in battles, foremost in the lists. 

Withal so geotle-CDurteous to damsels 

Like one of Arthur's knights the minstrels sing. 
QiMM. Then you will (alway with the King's good grace) 

Wed your Sir Thomas Holland ? Do I well 

If I beseech him for you ? Jean. Well yes, iiiell. Madam. 
Quecit. But for this eld and cherished choice of yours. 

Our Edward sought. Our son, to sue youi hand, 
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Scent I. EDWARD. THE BLACK PRINCE. 

/van. {unaffectedly surprised^. Mj cousin ? Tis a gallant bof bdeed, 
And armed with every princely quality, 
Whose youth will father a most noble manhood ; 
And I do love him well, I think in sootli 
None other all so well ( 7%e Queen lours with irrUathn) 
My Cousin Queen, 
Think not I grudge the pledge I made but now. 
For though a gallant boy, he is a boy, 
Nought but my dear boy-cousin. If I wed. 
As will I (with yout grace, but not without), 
I'll wed me to a man. My love for Edward 
Is such as I can cherish, being wife 
With honour white, ^wrt (mollified). His wooing is for wife. 

Joan. Nay, I'll have none of him : Che Son of England 
Must mate more loftily than with his coi 
And most loyal subject ; England's throne would be 
Too steep a path for me, I should laro giddy 
And &11 from such a diziy height. {She grows graver) Besides 
My father's blood is on his father's head. 
And though the King was waiped by counsel false 
To warrant his beheading, yet the head, 
Long severed from the shoulders would cry out, 
If it were said his daughter wedded son 
Of him whose seal betrayed the martyr's life. 
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EDWARD. THE BLACK PRINCE. 

Queai {ignoring the aid of Joan's speech). 

We would he heard this wisdom from 70U1 lips : 
Please you rest here until our madcap 's caught. 

Jean {ailh diffidence). Ves, Queen and Cousin, if you rule it ; 
Queen. Come, Father, let us find this dreamy boy. 

( TAis to Durham ; then to her attendants in the iaekgro 
Vou there, go sup and sport : you have waited long. 

Joan {humming a nutsery ryhme) : 

All the fine arm Ladies 



Was ever maiden set such tasks before ? 
For I am charged to prophesy a no 
To lover, ere the question comes Irom him 
Which constitutes him lover, and to feign 
Impatience in renouncing the reversion 
Which is that lover's birthright, England's crow 
And then my cousin's self, — had ever king 
A son so fair with fruit-hlossom of conquest, 
Renown in arms, a people's love and wisdom, 
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/. EDWARD. THE BLACK PSItfCE. 

Since Philip, King of Macedon, the sire 

Of Alexander ? Is he not a feast 

Foi maidens' «ye$, a proper amn and tall 

With B Iting's fee of beauty P Cooain Qoeen, 

I am but child myself, I have not viewed 

The lingering summer twihght of St John 

But eighteen times ; and what are maidens' dreams. 

Love and their ladder, marriage, being denied ? 

Then you approach me airily "The love 

Of England's fairest, pat il iiom thee, Joan " 

Ere it is yet before me, while it shines 

Like one thin glimmer stealing through the latch 

Of a dusk chamber where a maiden sits 

Spinning fay-dreams, while gloaming yields to night. 

Also "The Crown of England, liirust it from Ihee," 

That which all maidens picture heaven on earth 

And think too great a gift for prayer to buy 

Or fancy to make chase for, " Cast it out, 

Becaose thou seest it sparkle from afar." 

Mother of Heaven, witness that my prayers 

Breathed not of Prince or crown. But then did I 

None the mote dream of swearing convent-vows 

Ofself'tennndation, or camp-vows 

IJke marriage while the saddled steeds are held. 
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Sir Thomas Holland is a Talianl knight, 
Bom geotle and proved soldier ; and he loves me, 
[This most I think, — why else the reverence 
Eye-worship and sword-service be has paid. 
Wearing m; gage at ever; lournflment, 
And tbronirig me the toiimey-queen elect P] 
And often has he made my beaoty good 
On all a tourney's comers ; certes, no thought 
Of weddiog him had tilled my secret soul 
With love's delights and anguish : for in truth 
Unborn were plots of martiflge : but be is 
A knightly knight and such as any maid 
Might choose to make surrender of her body, 
Not that he wears my Cousin's goodliness,— 
But then my father's blood I — My cousin- Prince, 
I conld not wed my father's murderer's son 
£'en though fierce love for him (as it does not) 
Through eveiy vein of my weak body coursed. 

Mother of Heaven shield me from myself. 
Lest in the love of cousin I forget 
The debt I owe my ^re I O why shed blood 
Not knowing when the ruddy stream, thus fountcd, 
Shall flow Impassable between two hearts 
That yearn to come together I Nay, be strong, 
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And bid this phantom of nnfilial lore 

Awsy I Sii Thomas is a noble knight 

And hath unveiled his soul this ten times over 

In every phrase of tongue and eye and hand. 

Here comes my cousin. {Enter Bl. P.) Nay, I will not moan 

Of lliat red flood which parts us, lest I put 

The canker to the bud, the first black drop 
, Of gall in that white chalice of sweet wine, 
' The simple heart of boyhood. I must drape 

The baiiier between us, most ward off 

His amorous advance with tilting lances — 

Such as his youth, the King's state-policy. 

My banns ten minutes old — What is it, Coc, 
~ That of its wonted kiss you starve my cheek ? 
Bl, P, That yon have not yet yielded me the righL 
Joan. Yet I have often yielded you the kiss. 
Bl, P. Aye I but not smce I lasted of the tree, 
/.jon. What tree? ^;. /*, The tree of knowledge, /i>a«. Satan's tree. 

Whose fruit has poisoned many a pleasant dieam 

Bom in primeval innocence ? What fiend 

Has tempted yon to taste the Tempter's fruit? 
Bl. P. Original perversity of man. 
Jean. "Bajs should eschew perverdly of man. 

But Coz, why come you here ? {Hi hesilatis) Nay, do not strive 
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To torture speech from modesty. I know — 
Becatise yoo think you love me, Bl. P. I do love ; 
And if I wed not jvh, I vill not wed. 
Madam my mother, jests that I must dance 
A-many dances ere the dme for that : 
But I will wait for it although I dance 
Until my night be late and lights be dim, 
Joan. Yon are not ripe for marriage. Bl, P, Are not Kin 
Oft plighted in their cradles, wed in bibs. 
And fethers in their schoolrooms ? Joan. We are 1 
Within degree prohiKted. Bl. P. The Pope 
I Is ever ready with St Peter's keys 
' When folk are ready wilh St Peter's pence. 
Joan. And theti your king and father may have lures 
Baited and set to tempt some royal falcon 
Of matchless pe<ligree to light by you. 
Bl. P, What falcon could have purer strain than yours ? 
I Your grandsire was the glorious King Edward, 
i The Hammer of the Scots, my great -grand Sire, 
I And therefore are you one degree the nearer 
And one d^ee the fuller blood than I. 
Joan. Aye ! But I bring no foreign treaty with me. 
No knights to fight the battles of your sire. 
No yielding lands seized, no acknowledgement 
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Of title ; only one poor woman-body 

And danghter's portion of the lands of Kent. 
Bl. P. You do not love me, Joan. Joan. I do not love you, 

If by this lose you mean that, failing marriage. 

Life will be one black wood, where never sun 

Seams through the knotted boughs. I do love you. 
I Bl, P. Love knows no " ifs " ; Love is a Roman Pope, ■ 

Who heais no reason and can do no wiong. ' 

Joan. I will not ai^e, Ned ; I love you, Ned, 

As my sweel Coosiii and the fairest hope 

Of England ; but I cannot wed you, Ned ; 

And further I do think I am betrothed. 

As far as promise binds ; for your Queen-mother 

Was talking of my spousals even now. 
Bl. P. Was talking of yout spousals I Who is he 

Plucks for his own the lily-maid of Kent ? 
Joan. A knight, Sir Thomas Holland, of the flousehold 

Of the Earl Salisbury, a most prcux knigbL 
Bl. P. A most pieux knight, aye a most valiant knight. 

Ob 1 how I would that I were like this knighl, 

The anthrown in a doien tournaments 

Waged for your glove, stark warrior in si^e 

And combat and pitched battle, chosen knight 

Of roj most matchless cousin, Joan of Kent. 
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But nay, I vould nol ; better knight is he 

Being older, but being older, he must part. 

If Nature holds her course, (rom Joan the sooner ; 

And, as he lives the longer, I shall gain 

More time to win reno^m ; foi I will win 

Such glory as ahall win /or me the meed 

Of England's royal rose, my cousin Joan. 

/am. {fifiring ktrsetfia bt kiised) 

Farewell 1 You will nol picture ill of ine 7 

Bl. P. I will not picture you but as my own. iExU Bl. P.) 
Joan. Mother of Christ, pray that I have not sinned 
In damping down the heat of a young sfurit. 
That soon should bum so brightly I Like I not 
This quintain work, this weaving ere the Fates 
Cease working at the warp threads of the labric 
Which they wonld spin : they brook not overhaste, 
But ofttimes clutch the weaving, in thrir spleen. 
To twist ot rend or sever with their shears. 
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<Tiaa tlic King assembled togetba hi] coimiel, ud ordered nruio prlunen at the 
coontiy of PoQthieo Hud Vinwa to be brought before him : the King very 
cDorteously demanded of them that if there were any mmon; them that knew 
any passage below Abbeville thai he and his host might pau over the river 
Smune : if aoy one would inform tum thereof, he would be liberated from 

called Gohin Agace, who stepped forward and said to the King, "Sir, I 
promise you, at the riak of my head, that I will bring you to such a pbKe 
where you and your host may pass over the river Somme without danger ^ 
there are certain places in the passage where you may pass twelve men 
abreast twice within a day and a night, and you will not go above knee-deep 
in water, but when the flood comes so deep that no man can pass, but when 
the flood is gone, which is twice in a day and night, then the river is » low 
that it may be passed without danger, both on horseback and on foot ; the 
passage is hard in the bottom with white stones, so that all your carriages 
may go safely- TheteEoTC the passi^^eis called Blanche-taque- If you make 
ready to depart early, yon may he there by sunrise." The King laid : " If 
what you say be true, I will acquit thee thy ransom and all thy company, and 
moreover, shall give' thee a hundred noblcfr.**— Froisml (troMiiaitd 6y Lord 
Bmurtif vol- L chaih cxxvi) , 



COBIN AGACE. 
L 
God duMMeth the ireak to confound the abong, 

Gobin AgBce, 
Or mielj thj Dame had been lost to song, 

GobinAgace. 
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King Philip of France he hath reached Araynes, 

Gobin Agace, 
With Bohemia's King and the Duke of LorraiDe 
And the Euls of Flanders and Blois in train, 

Gobin Agace. 
But with all the Princes of Christentie, 
Would he reck of a pitiful slave like thee, 

Gobin Agace? 
'Tis the King who quariels, the poor who bleed. 
Who are slain by the sword and stamped t? the steed : 
But that Kings of the poor and their wrongs should heed— 

Gobin Agace 1 
King and baron and belted earl 
Caie they for slaughtered or captive churl ? 
War is a game which the seigneurs play, 
With honours and gold if they win the day. 
And if they yield, with their lieges to pay, 

Gobin Agace. 



Thou art a captiire and all thy kin, 

Gobin Agace : 
And how shall a poor man bis freedom win, 

Gobia Agace ? 
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The haughtiest monarch of Chrislenlie, 

Gobin Agace, 
Shall he hear of a be^atly slave like thee, 
And save thee out of thy jeopaidie, 

Gobin Agace ? 
King Edward of Ei^land, what sayeth he ? 
Whosoever bewrayelh a ford lo ne — 

Gobin Agace — 
Freedom to all in his companie. 
And what is King Philip of France to thee 
When thou art in bondage beyond the sea, 

Gobin Agace? 
The beat of monarcbs is he, I ween. 
Who least by the like of thee is seen. 
Where the King's fool (leadeth no gtaas is green. 
Gobin Agace, here is gold foi thee. 
And freedom for all in Ihy companie. 



Oh, thou bast sold the fortunes of France, 

Gobin Agace ! 

And eleven princes of high puissance, 

Gobia Agace, 
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And fbur-scoie faarona bad shrift full short, 

Gobin Agoce, 
With knights twelve handled of good report. 
And thousands thirty of baser sort. 



For thy cutiff freedom and handred c 
There are ^en princes and burning t 



Gobin Agace. 
Gobia Agace. 



For thirty Pieces Lord Christ was $otd. 
And thou for thy Pieces of Jadas-gold 
The Liliea of France in the mire hast tolled, 

Gobin Agace. 
" Oh, the Ford of White Stones may be blood-stained red. 
And Crefy may welter with princeljr dead ; 
They would none of them deign one thought for me 
Were 1 thralled in their quarrel beyond the sea. 
I care not for England or France," sang he, 
" So that I have my gold, and my limlis be free," 

Gobin Agace. 
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Act 11. 



Bi. P, Chasdos, what hour? The day rides heavily. 

CAaadot. St Thoiufls, yes. Were we in Windsor now. 
The chapet bell would tinlcle Vespers soon. 

Bi. P. How be our men? Chandos. At ease beside their an 
Beneath what shade each may from that fierce sun 
Which gathers heat for thunder in the air. 
By companies they broke their ^t at noon, 
And each hath eaten as he listed since 
From his own wallet. They base limbs of morning 
And hearts of lions crouching for their prey. 

How goes it with Lord Edward ? For the young 
To dam the oozing course and await 
The evil that they know not sifts the heart 
Out of compare with leaping baniers 
And breaking lances against tenfold odds. 
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Bl. P. My heart is lion too : I rose confessed 

And houseled ere men broke their early fasL 

'Tis a king's hcncni, Chandos, for a boy 
To stack at home the blunted lance of peace 
And stand nhete arrows lend Death vings, and kingdoms 
Hai^ on a cha^e. I would that I had dashed 
First through the ford at Blanche-Tache, to haye launched 
Our first pitched-fight with Philip : but my Site 
Willed otherwise. Were I ouc Cousin FhUip, 
And lighled on that scullion Agace, 
I'd ram the hundred pieces down his throat 
And then Ssh-hook the hundred up ^ain. 
Bui who these Knights that prick np yonder kaoU ? 
The shields they bear were not in our array. 

Chandos. Why, no. The first is Moine of Bastlebe^ 
The miiTour of Bohemian Chivalry, 
No valianter knight in all the wotld : 
And with him are the Banners of Beauvien 
Of Noyers and D'Aubigny. 

Bl. P. Ha 1 the French, 

Come to spy out our nakedness and hail 
The vultures. Well, — we are not lead-eyed yet. 
As many a vulture with a bleeding breast 
And draggled plumes shall witness. Shall we spur, 

PBei%t. 
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Foot knights of us and teach these daint; French 
The grip of Lions' claws ? Ckandvs. Nay, nay, my Lord 1 
Vou are not knight but prince and general 
While you command a ' battle. ' Bl. P. Who are you ? 
[Robin fortster sttps foAiard from the ranks). 

Forester. I, Sire? I am Robin Forester, keeper of the Eatl of Kent's 
deer, brought here to give stag's fare to many a noble stagbunter. 

Bl. P. What want you? 

ForeiUr. Only the word, and in no longer dme than it takes to nick 
four arrows on to the string and halloo for Death, four great 
war-horses shall come down as natural as four stags. Then 
' shall their riders play turtle ; for when your turtle is turned over 
on his back, he is so overburdened with that excellent armour 
that Nature hath lent to his cowardice that he can take no more 
motion than appertains to kicking. So it is with your knight. 
Once tumble him off bis horse and the game is all over but the 
shouting, until some one have the leisure to noose his limbs or 
knock him on the head. King Philip would sit in his Lyons 
pavilion and sit and sit — then start and stamp and go off into a 
fit of Sirrah, and Sacre and St Denis : but turtle On their backs 
won't budge for the King of France. Oh ! it would be a noble 
sport. Or speak the word and I'll spare the fine horses and 
spit themselves like mallards for a Christmas feast. Here's a dish 
for the King of France, — four trussed knights t Noble 1 Noble I 

Pfta- 
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Bl. P. Fie t Forester, this is not chivalry. 

Wlien two hosts meet, when siege becomes assault, 
Our arrows tear the hearts out of our foes, 
And then are all men in the hand of God, 
And then the noblest Banner of them all 
Is sport for Fate with every muddy churl 
Raised from his clods to such fair company. 
But it were sony knighthood to shoot now. 
What say you, Chaados ? If we may not combat. 
May we not scare these falcons from our banks ? 

Chatidos. Nay, let them be I 't will show them oui good heart. 
The falcon when he sees the heron with bill 
Uplifted point towards him, swerves his swoop 
And looks to being spitted. Bl. P. If they come 
Made boastful by the tidings of these knights. 
Why, well : we wail their onset or their flight ; 
Until they fight or 9y our standard stands 
Here on our ancient heirloom of Fonthieu 
That came to my siie's grandsire. Good my Lord, 
Be instant to the captains of onr host 
That no one make so bold as to molest 
These noble seigneurs the Lilies send. 

( TTit Lords go eiU wilh tlu contmand. ) 

The Stage dukcns with a violcDC thunder and tiail uonn, soch u liappi 

PaeiH. 
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Crccy ; when it lightens, ihe uage i> filled with the Pimch >nBir,— KiDg 
i^iilip ii disconTed with his itaff.— Enter the Mdne of Buclebos with the 
Lords of Bouvieu, Noyen, and D'Autngny. 

/*. /»»A>. What tidings, Sirs? {No otu speaks: all leak aitach other) 
I say, 'What tidings, Siis?' {Ntane speaks) 

Well thcD speak you. Sir Moioe of Bastleberg. 
Maine. 1 love not speech, but speak to your command 
( Turns to the ethers). 

And joa, I pray, Caii Sirs, be not displeased 

That one who Is no Frenchman speaks for all. 
We rode witliio a bow-shot of the foe 

And marked their order well, none letting nsi 

No, not so much as Uring their long arrows 

Of which they boast, but which ooi Genoese, 

I doubt not, with thrir cioss-bows will disperse 

Uke bees before the haiL They have three * battles ' : 

The banners of the noble Prince of Wales, 

The Eail of Warwick and the Earl of Oxford, 

The Lords of Stafford, Mauley, Delaware, 

Latimer, Bourchier, and Lord Thomas Clifford, 

Sir John of Chaodos and Sir Thomas Holland, 

And others, famous captains aU of them, 

Vaont in the first. The Earl of Arundel 

And Harsbal, Earl Northampton, lead the second. 
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And in the third, high on a windy hill 
Commanding the whole army, we made oat 
The Leopards with the Fleui-de-lys they stole, 
The liadge nf Edward, self-called King of France. 

K. Philip. Kept they ill-cheei these English, as men wont 
When the hour comes that they must pay their lins ? 

Meitu. Save your displeasure, no, Sire, and I would. 
Save your displeasure, pray your Majesty 
To bid jrouT Marshalls find delay to halt 
And lodge till mom ; the day is slippii^ aS, 
And night will ride past those who lag behind 
Long eie they join the van. This chasing march 
Has wearied men and horses, till our ranlts 
Drag without backbone. If we strike to-night 
We are a crippled serpent, with our hug 
And bite as deadly, but without the spring 
Which pounces on the prey ; the while out prey 
Nimble with rest, and watchful with long warning 
Are apKest to elude us. They will wait 
Until we strike or turn : for turn ibeir back; 
They dare not, with our fengs into their flanks 
Ere they could run. The Leopards crouch at bay. 
And after hunt so hard we need to pant 
Ere we give beasts so fierce their coup-de-grace. 

Pagt^a. 
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Sire, I would test to-night, md with the dawn 
Would e;e them at my leisure, where to strike, 
And when I struck, strike with a serpent's sureness, 
K. Philip. Hear jou the Moine, Messieurs les Mai^chals ? 
Side forward one, one backward, and procldm 
' ' Halt, in the name of God and St Denis, 
And where ye stand, abide. " MarskaUs. Sire, we obey. 



Marshaih. [Mnring te right and Icfi) 

" Halt, in the name of God and St Denis, 

And where ye stand, abide 1 " So the King bids, 

Thost an /he right halt, dismount, pile arm! lie. : these en Iht 
lift press forviard to come up itiiik them, crying, ' ' They shall not 
have these English without us." Great disorder tnsues : finally 
these on the right seeing thosi on the left press forward, press 
forward Ihemsilves, but seeing the Mngiish nearer than they 
thought, fall back in confusion vithout striking a blovi. Those 
en the left are astonished and terrified. The whole crowd neays 
bockvmrd and forward. Enter a crowd of armed peasants, 
tamp-fellewers, and the Hie, crying out, "Down with these 
Ei^lish ! let us slay them all." Finally exeunt all in great 
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ACT 11. SCENE II. 



Queen. Welcome, Sii Thomas Holland, you who wod 

Great gloiy foi us on the day of Crecy ! 

But not for that our errand with you now, 

Vour heart will tell yon truer. She you vowed 

To make your lady if the God of Battles 

Vouchsafed you safe return, and whom indeed 

Yon cherished as your wife in those few hours 

TTiat fled between the plighting of your troth 

And hoisting sail for France. . . . Holland. Aye, what of her. 

The sunshine, crown, and anchor of my life ? 

She is not dead and I unkilled in battle ? 

Or granted absolution fiom her troth — 

Against her will — and forced to wed some Prince 

And buy with beauty soldiers for the King ! 
Qiuen. She is oot dead nor wedded. She is here. 

Like a poor craftsman's wife, who waits at eve 

To throw the arms of love around her lord 

Returning late from labour. Stay you here, 

And, Ladies, come to summon the Princess 



Pan^a. 
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IJke Venos to her Mars, a Mars whose sword 
Has lapped the blood of England's enemies. 

(EiEoul.— Edict from the glhu side tbc Priocess.) 

Holland. Joan mine I Jotat. Brave husband, not yet husband, yours. 

HoUand. Kiss me I Joan. Love's first Tnll drauglit. Twas not brim 
high 

I filled try Cup with that new wine of love. 

Which you poured out with such a wooer's hand. 

Ere you sighed leave ; but when your ship had sped 

And to my fears it came, that he, on whom 

I had bestowed the crown each maiden bears. 

Was running jousts with Death, that those strong arms 

Whose gentle force I had so lately learned. 

Were wearying with slaughter of the foe. 

Within my heart I felt a quickening 

Of new life bom, and yearned to him who was 

My hnsband given of statecraft, as though lord 

By right divine of love. O my strong love, 

I am all yours, your wife, your minion ; 

I love yon with Che love which bade you charge 

There in the fray where Death on his pale horse 

Tramped oflenest, to pluck the reddest rose 

Of glory foi my gage upon your arm. 
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Sec, Valour cannot hide its blushing honours I 

Now tell me of the battle, how you rode 

O'er hosts of villeins to this knight of &ine. 

That prince, that seigneur, struck them from their SteeJs 

With weighty lance well feutred, or o'eithrew 

A dozen of their vaunling men-at-anns. 

And tell me of my coz, the Prince of Walei, 

For I do dearly love him — as a coi. — 

For 'ds a valiant boy, in honour ripe. 

And cap-i-pii in aits of chivalry, — 

How did he bear him when his sword was stained ? 

Halland. Mirronr of princely boyhood I ere the fight 
Modest but stout of heart, in every vein 
With expectation tingling: as it waxed 
A lion's cub thai learns how lions live 
And, as the prey is vanquished and rent up, 
Snuffs at the steam of slaughter with a rage 
That makes his young heart swell ; and when the foe 
Drew near him, like a lion fully grown 
He leapt into the fray, and ramped about 
Rending and slaying, like the wildbeasts' king 
Amid a herd of aagty bufl^loes. 

/nan. Now of the battle quick and tell me all ; 

I would not miss one stroke of youn ta his. 
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Holland. (Lrading her to a seal) 

Rest OD this couch by me ; the tale is long. 

Twas in tbe vm, beside the Prince of Wales; 

The noble Earls of Warwick and of Onfofd, 

The Lords of Mauley, Stafford, Delaware, 

Latimer, BouTChiei and Lord Thomas Qifford, 

Of knights that scoarge of France, Sir John of Chandos, 

NeviJI, De Bu^bersh, Reginald of C>bham, 

Sir Godfrey Harcourt, knight of Ncmnandy, 

Earl Harcourt's brother, and more knights were round us. 

Eight hundred anned in plate ; and on our front 

Two Ihonsand archers chafed for the attack. 

With sheaves of arrows each at his right foot ; 

And, covered by the bovs, a thoasand Welsh 

For leaping on the foemen when they turned 

Half-round before the March- East- wind of arrows 

Like dames on dusty toads. A Foiestei 

And Qiandos and myself stood by the Prince 

Ad ear-shot from the rest. An hour from Vespers 

Hie Prince grew wearied, waiting for tbe French, 

And called to Chandos, but the words were yet 

'Twixt mouth and ear, when t'ward us surged a, host 

Vast as the sea, uneven as the waves — 

Advancing here, receding tbeie, and all 
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Tiimnltuous, Id front vere Genoese 
Some fifteen thousand of them, with cross bows, 
Sent on to break oui ranks with hail of bolts 
And make us easy quarry for the knights 
Impatiently behind them : first they halted, 
Then harried on, then halted (as we learned 
From prisoners) because the King of France 
First hade his army halt for well-earned rest, 
Then, fired at sight of us, cried out advance. 
But they, being wearied out with six leagues march 
Beneath a di^star sun, and noting us 
Well posted and as vigorous as mom, 
Their livers had more mind to rest than fight, 
And down their crossbows went, which made the Earl, 
With a great Seigneur's and a Frenchman's pride. 
Exclaim ' ' how ill his case whose fate is mixed 
With rascals of such breed thai faint and fail 
At pinch of need." Joan. And then the fight began ? 
Hollaad. No, but fierce thunder funeralled with rain, 
Which, ere it fell on us, was heralded 
By armies of loud crows in full retreat; 
And then the storm drew off and from the west 
Shone on our backs, the low bright setting sun 
Of August eventides. By thb the French 
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Had rest, and, when the tempest left the field, 
Either refreshed or goaded by the Earl, 
The Genoese advanced, and first Ihey leapt 
And shouted, then they leapt again and shouted. 
Thinking to see the English break their ranks 
Before their noise and Dumber r but our men 
Moved not a hand or fool, and then they leapt 
And shouted once again, and, running on 
Until they came to bowshot, loosed a shower 
Of quarrels from their bows ; and then our men. 
Nicking their cloth-yaid arrows on theii strings, 
Stepped one pace forward, and winged forth a flight. 
Another, and another, till it seemed 
A storm of hail that strewed the Genoese. 
Meanwhile our ranks had suffered but small hurt 
From men with limbs of lead, whose strings were wet 
And aim bedazzled by the sun low down 
And on their eyes, while our men with its glare 
Behind them, with their bowstrings cased from harm 
All through the rain, and with their hands at rest 
From overnight, could spit them through by rows 
Like larks for pies, and then these mighty men 
Cast down their crossbows, cut thlrii strings, and fled. 
And Philip, when he saw them, cried aloud. 
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" Kill me these rascals, they but clog the wa.y 
Aad mar our Dext aAyance, and all for naught." 
And then the men-at-arms rushed in to slay, 
Thirsty for slaying some one, and slew deep. 
But ever where the French knights thicker grew 
The English arrows thickened, gibbeting 
Both man and horse, until both man and Korse 
Lay thicker than the Genoen^ The Knights 
Were oft scarce hurt themselves, but being thrown 
By downfall of their chargers, as they lay 
StiST-jointed in their armour, had Chdt helms 
Knocked off (hem and their noble weflsands sUt 
By the wild Welshmen with their murderous knives. 
Who leapt into the tumult, slew the fallen 
And felled full many a nohle knight to earth 
By treason done the horses. There were slain 
Princes and Earls and Barons Uke dumb beasts 
la butchers' shambles. Many a high Sienr, 
Game for a city's ransom, there was slain 
Without appeal for mercy : so our King 
Was angered ; for if all these lordly lives 
Had been kept whole for ransom, Solomon 
Had not a richer Ophir than our King, 
/oan. And did this end the battle? Holland. End it? No: 
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It was but the begioning. Then was seen 
A sight to fill all Chivalry with tears ; 
For when the noble John of Liuembotug, 
Son to the Emperor of Alleoiaiiie, 
And crowned Kiog of Bohemia, heard the din, 
And, asking of i1, knew the tail of Fiance 
Aad that his son do longer fiLced the 6ght, 
Though he was blind, his valiant heart was fired 
To strike one blow for France and he besought 
Two knights who rode beside him "Sirs, my men, 
Compaaions and friends in this campaign, 
I bid your honoui lead me, where my sword 
May (all upon one foe, if 'tis but one. " 
And instant In obedience they bound. 
Lest they should lose him in the battle's press. 
His horse between their horses, and rode on 
Until they reached the fore front of the GghL 
And there he sliake, yea three or four good strokes. 
And all Ihey that were with him did adventure 
So hardily that, after mighty deeds, 
They all of them lay slaughtered in their ranks. 
And on the morrow found we the dead King 
Twixt the dead knighls with their dead steads still linked. 
. And so the battle ended and my Coz 
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Budged not bnt yet . . . Holland. I had fo^ot the Prince ; 

And yet the battle nowhere raged moie fierce 

Than round his Leopards. He with Warwick, Oxford, 

Myself and Reginald Cobham were set on 

By a sworn host of French and German knights, 

Who cut right through our archers and engaged 

Onr scanty men-it-arms. The young Prince fought 

Like Alexander, shouting for sheer joy 

As iresh and fresh food came to lance and sword : 

And rolled the flood so fiercely that Northampton 

And Arundel, forsaking their strong post, 

A hill above, rushed down to shore us up, 

Thus stanchioned, yet so doubtflxl was our case 

That the Earl Warwick looked toward the King 

For succour, but the knights around the King 

Stood as they stood, as though the battle were 

A tourney for their judgment : then the Earl 

Looking all ways, and meeting every side 

A raging sea of French, with trumpet voice 

Cried " Who will be so hardy as to pass 

And hotse our prayer for succour to the King, 

If through so mauy he may cleave his track ? " 

And then a dozen knights vied 'I,' 'I,' 'I;' 

But I, for some poor fame that I have woo. 
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Was choseD for the honour. I clapped spurs. 

And swinging iip my long sword, took the foe, 

As when a swimmer dives from hanging back 

Into a river flooded with the snows 

.(Vnd flashing through a lock. My steed and I, 

Both heavy, took the foe at such a vantage 

That we clove lightly through (hem, to the hill, ~~ 

\Vheie neatb a tittle windmill stood the King, 

Full -armoured save bis helmet, with a smile, 

(That smile which dawns across the champton's face 

V?ho led his troop to triumph in the toarney. 

When with bare head he steps toward his queen 

To kj the pearls of conquest on her plaits 

A-gleam Uke beaten gold) but all afire 

And with bis fingecs twitching to Sash out 

His giant's two-handed sword and join the fray. 

And I, with lowered crest-plumes, blurted "Sire, 

The Earl of Warwick and the Earl of Oxford, 

Sur R^inald Cobham and the other lords 

Who ride beside the Frmce, all hardy knights, 

So 6ercel; are engaged and in inch straits '\ 

That they beseech your swift and puissant aid \ 

For should the French grow, as the seeming is. 

They will have much ado." The King but asked 
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" Is my son dead or taken or unhorsed ! " 

" No, Sire," quoth I, " bat he is hardly matched 

And therefore hath he lock of those you keep." 

" Well," smiled the King, " return lo him and them 

That sent you, and require them not to send 

Happen what may while he is left alive, 

And pray them grudge him not the scope of danger 

To win his spurs, for, if so God be pleased, 

1 leave the honour of the battle his 

And theirs who fight beside him." Then I plunged 

To buffet back across the swirl of foes 

And, praise to good St Thomas, won my way. 

Till, like a swimmer struggling up the bank, 

I stood beside the noble Prince once mote. 

Then Rred with the proud courage of the King 
Their hearts blazed up within them, and they shamed ; 
And Chandos, back but now beside the Prince 
From sowing broadcast deall^ swore " Ve did well 
To heed his safety, hut the King did belter 
Id saving of his honour. Were I here, 
I had protested, not to lose the glory 
Of combating the odds. " And then he leapt 
Shouting "A Cbandos, Edward and St George," 
Kight into the foes' heart ; and we leapt too 
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Thiistbg for noble odds, and presently 
The enemy aiound us all were slain. 

/oan. But took my cousin Edward heed for help? 

Halland. In faith, No. He was fighting, with his sword 
So busy lapping blood that he'd no ear. 
No eye, no miad for anything, but who 
'Was north his steel next. It was cot the lion 
That watched the odds, but those that bred the lion, 
Lest they should lose the noblest of their whelps. 

Joan. Well, tell me not the test : 'tis pity's tale 

How little knots of brave French sold their lives. 
And scullions slew the stragglers, and French wounded 
Fell to theii wolfish peasants. HnUatuI. Nay, I must 
Unfold the tale of fallen pride and power. 
Else would you have scant knowledge of the battle. 
And first, a rueful sight, the Eail of Harcourt, 
Whom the Lord Godfrey Harcourt mi^l not reach 
With Speed to keep the daggers of the Welsh 
From probing through his visor, when unhorsed ; 
With bim Bohemia's King, Lorraine's Prince-dnke, 
Earls of Aumale, Alen; (Hi and AaKerre, 
Flanders, St Pol, and Lois Earl of Blois, 
In all, eleven princes, eighty Banners 
Twelve hundred knights, and of the baser sort 
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Some (hirt? thousaod on the battle-field. 

And on our side fell only a poor few 

Scarce worth the counting, chiefly some score archers 

Skin in the passage of the men-at-arms 

Who cut through to the Prince. 
Joan {caressingly). Your ride, my husband. 

To warn the King of what beset my cor. 

You dwelt but little on it, yet no deed 

In alt the fight was knightlier. You two 

Divide the honours : 'tis a brave boy-prince. 

And it was mine to share his birth and valour 

AsQueen-wifeghutforthis. Holland. Forwhat? yiian. Forlove. 
Holland. He comes. I leave you, proud to prove my Irusl. 

(Kisses her and eiit— Bntet from other ddc the Black Prince, in his aimoui.) 
Bl. P. Who was it left you ? You were prodigal 

Of bvour to him. Cousin. Joan. My brave lord. 

Husband elect, and in those last brief hours 

Before the wars, my husband. Bl. P. O brave knight 

And fortune's king. Sweet Cousin, kiss me too t 
Joan. Aye as a cousin, Ned, and as a cousin 

I love you like a ^ter. Brother Ned 

I love yoit as a cousin, brother, son, 

As darling of the House, its rising sun 

And the new pillar of its ancient beiglit. 
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Bl. P. I love you more, for 1 love you as Joan. 

Joan. Had we been born mere commons, who could mate 

Like bamfowls, I, maybe, had loved you too 

As Edward, but I dared nol raise my eyes 

To Edward, Prince of Wales and Son of England ; 

And therefore did my heart not raise its eyes 

To look upon \\s prince ; and thus tlie keep 

When this pceux knight encompassed it about 

With the prestige of valour and close siege. 

Having no lord foi liege, tinbarced its gates. 

But this is too debateable a ground 

For us to ticad in safely. Cousin Ned, 

How brave you look as soldier, and Sir Thomas 

Proved ine that you were lion of the fight 

Oh ! how I love you, Ned — as warrior. 

Come not lo plead your love with me, but win 

Great battles. They shall whisper in my ear 

As never coold the art of the trousA^ 

Or accent of the lover. Bl. P. Then I'll seal 

Your name upon my lips, and on my heart 

Vom image, and will spur ag^nst a host 

Shouting St Geo^e and love. My life for love ! 
Joan. No danger, no eiqiloit : yet danger too 

Has &l3e and true : it walls in glory's fruit 
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Bat tben it fawns for folly : climb the wall 
And wiser men will earj : Ibols cas ^ip ; 
The sleeper wall, the greater he who climbs ; 
The deeper bll, Che woise for him who treads 
Tc» lightly on the edge. CUmb on, climb ever. 
And when, please God, we meet, no need for tows 
or love unchanged ; jod will have all mj heaiC 
That I may yield sans tieasoa to my husband. 
Bt. P. Joan, bear me. If I've won a soldier's spnrs, 
' I may be brief as soldiers at the mass. 
And say, in jost so ntaoy wuds, I love yon. 
I do not m^ ioi treason in the service 
Of him, with whom youi bond is but half sealed. 
But pray yon grant me leave to vow my life 
As ftufeiC to all other dames but you, 
I cannot claim yon wife, bat I can staj 
None other's husband. Maybe if I live 
, That I shall win a name, which Stwy's pea 
And the bright punting of Romance shall Sx 
In England's bearL Then shall men think of yoa 
Not as your father's child or husband's wife 
But as the saint of Edward, Prince ai Wales. 
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ACT TL SCENE in. 

The bairiera of Ae Engliah Cimp in Calnia : oa either «d« jire the bulldinjs -of 
" Newtown the Bold.- the wtKidHi town buili by the EngKsh to blockadeCalais: 
in the backg;muad & view of oKdizTHl Cil^s. — Ardiers are stationed jLt the 
loopholes in the EtodEade, shooting with their long bows, and a mQdixval"c[aky 
of brass" is ready for fiimg over it b|r a hand of nun under Robin Fuester. 

Forester, Here am 1, Keeper of the King's ordnaaoe, that was keeper 
of the Earl's deei ; and > mocb more nataUe personage, though 
my new wife li»s a breath a somewhat too sulfureous ; for brim- 
EtoDe is in bad odour. What is punishitKDt for the devil 
cannot be good for man, and now is bridistone a new way for 
sending men to the devil quicker than a clothyard arrow shot 
into the body of a French thief. 

(Enter Sir Tbomu llDtl 

HMlatid. Dispose these aichers and men-al-anoE eo that no sodden 

onslaught of the French oiay affright the ladies. For now 

wilt our noUe Qoeen be here, and hu' Ladies with her, wishing 

for themselrefi to see the mailQer of the assault, as ^le did so 

valianlly the bloody and debated f^bl whereb the KingofScoti 

wast^en. 

<T1t« Captains saltue and eairy out hb orders. Eint Holland. A flounsh cd* clarions 

and diuns and euler more guards followed by the Ladies of the CouR. and lastly 

Holland, conducting the Queen and Princess Joan, [oJloved by Edward 111. and 

the Black Prince.) 
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Forester, [doffing hit cap to the Km^ Robin Forester, my liege. Will 
you see the devil's windpipe belch brimstone at the French ? 

Edm. III. How shall I see that, good Forester? 

Forester. Why easily, here she is {pat! the " craiy "). 

Ed-in. HI. Why you mistake. Sirrah, this is the King's ordnance. 

Forester. And I its keeper. But there's only one king of brimstone, 
and if this doesn't tell the tale of its ownership with its own 
breath, say that what comes out of its nostrils is sweeter than the 
ait of Blean, and that I don't know a badger from a back. 

£rfiu. /// Well, let the French have the brimstone I 

Forester. So ho I \he fins ihe gun again], 

Edvi. III. I'll give the devil his due. 

Forester. Sire, you say well ; for it befits no Christian prince to jew 
a fallen angel out of the only air left him to breathe. 

Edw. III. WelK Sirrah, let the Devil's windpipe be, until we be gone. 

(The Ardiera, who hai-e left off while the gan was being fired, resume their shootins- — 
The KiDg£iiL5he£his inspection and sita dayrD.-^ADother fltnirish of trumpets. — 

Durham. My peace on you. Lord King and Lady Queen, 
And you, son Frioce, and you fair Princess-daughter 

{T%ey rise and greet him). 
Edvi. III. What news. Lord Bishop ? 
Durham. Why scant oews, but these — 
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First Ibat I bring to serve you in your siege 
A CbDTchman's mite — do more than Burners three, 
Four doien knights, eight-score and four esquires 
And four-score one horse-archers. Edw. III. Fiincely aid, 
OfTered in princely spirit. I take all 
With thousand thanks ; myself will bear their charges. 
Durham. And that tb« King of Scots and Lord of Douglas 

Are safely in the Tower {He goes to the Prince). O son of gloiy. 

Already by thine actions King of England, 

If we had not thy Sire to guard us still : 

And I remember how thy lion soul 

Flashed out its noble heat, when eager youth 

Was asked its mind for battle. Now the fruit 

Is rosy as the promise ; England rings 

Harmonious with tby praise. Bl. P. You make me blush, 

Grave Father, being Father not alone 

But Captain too, renowned in Border-Cray, 

And late tbe conqueror of the stiff-necked Scot. 

But tell me of your battle and its tides. 

For none bath come who faced them all day long, 

Save a rough soldier of the Eastern March, 

With half his teeth knocked inwards by a dagger, 

Summoned before my sire to show just cause 

For his denial of the King ttf Scots 
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To my Queeo-mother. He was called John Copeland 

And, when btow-beaten of my angty sire. 

Said, with the hmsh burr of Northumberland, 

" Siie, if God's grace have suffered me to take. 

By virtue of my sword, the King of Scots, 

I think that none should bear me malice therefore : 

For God may deign such fortune of his grace 

To humblest squire as well as lord of fame. 

And, Sire, 1 pray your grace be not displeased. 

Though I did not, at lidding of Uie Queen 

Deliret the Scots-King ; for. Sire, I hold, 

Witness my oath, of you and not of het : 

And this in all humility I say: 

But as for yielding up the King to you. 

He is at your good pleasure when you will." 

Whereat my sire, won over by the worth 
Of this rough tough Northumbrian, replied, 
"John, the good service you have done that day 
And your remembered valour are so great 
Timt therein is your trespass swallowed up : 
Let this be your excuse, and shame to them 
Who bear you any malice on this count. 
Return home to your house again : and there 
My pleasure is that to the Queen, my wife, 
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Yon do deliver up your prisoner: 
And in revard I give you of my ItindE, 
For you to choose yourself and round your house, 
Five hundred sterling pounds of yearly rent 
To you and to your body's heirs for ever; 
And of niy body make I you Esquire. 

Aod then he passed the sea. Durham. His oath waj swift, 
For, gathering his kinsfolk for his guard, 
He bore the Scots King straight to York, and there 
In the King's name_^id yield him to the Queen, 
With such sort of eicuses as the Queen 
And we, her lords, were fain la be content. 
Bl. P. Now of the battle, Father. Durham. I had meant: 
It happened thus, that, drunk with the report 
How all the men of England were in Fiance 
Save only clerks and craftsmen, the Scots King 
Had marched, with fif:^ thousand of all arms. 
Assaulting no strong place, but burning all 
Outside the walls within myhishoprick. 
But we, the clerks he scorned, were somewhat men. 
And joining with a woman, your great mother. 
Were willing to adventure our poor lives 
For England's Edwards' rightful heritt^e. 
We mustered some twelve hundred men-at-anns, 
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Three Ihousand bows and seven thonsanil other. 

But we were strong because we Stood alone 

Between our homes and rapine. In four hosts, 

For mutual help, our army vis ordained. 

The first was the Lord Percy's and my owbi. 

Next the Lord Neville's and Archbishop York's, 

Third the Lord Mowbray's and the Bishop Lincoln's 

And last with Berwick's Captain, Balliol, 

Were Lord Roos and Archbishop Canterbury, 

The Queen rode through each host, smiled hope to all, 

Entrusted them the honour of the King, 

And hade them in God's name have English hearts, 

And gave her bond, as far as the King loved her. 

That all their feats that day should be remembered 

Better than if the King beheld himself, 

And then, to free our minds, pricked t'ward the city. 

Commending us to God and our St George. 

And then, — the tale is old, since Halidon— 

Our archers shot confusion, and we charged, 

And, after pretty fighting, horse to horse, 

We slew or took or routed all good men. 

And of the common sort, that wear scant armour. 

The archers sped some fifteen thousand souls. 

The King of Scots was ours, the Lord of Douglas, 
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Bishop St Andrews, Bishop Aberdeen, 
And bannerets and knights past reckoning. 
I would my mace had shriven i few more 
For what these Scots thieves owe ray bishoprick, 
Bl. P. I would it had been mine to meet these Scots 

And prove them as thou didst, victonous Prince ! 

(AnothH flourish of tnimpcu— Enter Slr Walter Manny.) 

Edw. III. Sir Walter Manny I Welcome beyond hope I 

Whence comes this joy ? Manny. From prison, Sire. 
Ediii. III. From prison ? 

Manny. Aye, prison, my Lord Xing, and banqueting. 
Edw. III. Prison and banquet 1 In a lady's bower? 
Manny. With him who calls himself the King of France. 
Edw. III. Philip of Valois ! taken in fair fight ? 

No, not Ibat ? Manny. No, disarmed by a safe-conduct. 
Edw. III. Aha ! he makes foul war upon his word 

As well as on my rights. Manny. I had it thus — 

J took at Aiguillon a certain knight, 

A knight of fame, whose chateau we had burned. 

And reived his lands, and so he lacked the means 

To buy bis freedom. Him I kept unti! 

Oitr warring in the South had prosperous end, 

When news of lighting in the tedious winter. 

That rusts good swords with idleness, inspired 
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My envy to be here. And, being loth 

To sail all roDitd the West, I sold his freedom 

To my brave prisoner, free of other terios. 

If he could win the Duke of Normandy 

To pass me his safe-conduct lo your camp ; 

Who smiled assent, and I with twenty men 

Launched steed for Calais, but the caitiff French 

War best on a safe-cooduct, and twice o'er. 

It brought me bonds — at St Jean D'Angely 

Where I broke oat, and next at Orleans 

Whence I was haled to Philip, nbo swore loud 

To head roe as the enemy of France. 

Bnt runkour bore his purpose to the Duke, 

Who sought the King and urged his oath and seal. 

Saying that men would br«.nd him no true knight. 

But Philip s-HOrc more oaths that I should die 

As his arch.enemy, which fired the Duke. 

" Sire, if a hair should suffer, nevermore 

Will I bear aims against King Edward's clairo, 

Nof any of my heart," and forth he strode 

Intent to ride in Philip's cause no more. 

And so the matter rested : all this time 

I lay at Paris in the Cbatal^t. 

But then there came a Banner of Hainault, 
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My fellow-countiTDien, thou^ Philip's man, 

Sir Mansart D'AJsnes, who muved the Duke once moii 

And with a. lover's courage uiged my life ; 

And lastly Fhilip listened, swung right round. 

Delivered me from prison, paid raj chaises. 

And called me to the banquet at his table, 

Wheie he pressed on me treasure to the cost 

Of past a thousand florins, which I look 

Subject to your denial : this he said 

Was spoken like a noble gentleman. 

Edai. III. Sir Walter, you have served Us tiuly, long. 
And will, We trust, till death ; return his gifts, 
Vou need them not ; thank God We have enough 
For Us and you, and will requite in full 
The service you have ever done our realm. 

Mataiy. My cousin Mansac, Sire, shall ride with th«n 

And bear my thousand thanks — and your comraands, 

Edvi. III. Thanks, faithful Walter Manny. Tell Us now 
Yoar exploits with our cousiu Lancaster 
In Poictou and Guienne. Manny. The tale's a play : 
The great host of a hundred thousand men. 
With which the Duke of Normandy marched down 
To si^e AiguilloD, marched away again, 
With nought to show l>x it except the loss 
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Of many kaigbts of fame and countless cc 

First they crowed high — ■' surrender and no terms ; ' 

Then, after fraicless weeks, 'twas plain ' surrender ' ; 

And when they heard great Lancaster's advance 

Prom Bergerac, their note was down to ' truce ' : 

But knowing of your laoding (as did they) 

The Earl would patch no truces, and they inarched 

Truce or no truce, to guard their homes from you. 

Whereon our men took ChSteau-neuf, Sauve-terre, 

And St Jean D'Angely and Poicliers, 

And of mere towns I know not what the scoce, 

And made the country ouis. For when they beard 

The thunderbolt of Cre^, all the heart 

Oozed from their hands. And after this our Earl, 

With news, that, though War's merry months had Sed, 

Vou lingered in the field besi^ng Calais, 

And sieged himself by weather here, till spring. 

Took ship to England there to raise fresh levies 

To further your assault upon this town. 

Ed'oi. III. O valiant Cousin 1 O most noble Earl I 

(Another flourish of tninipe[s.--Enlet Sir ThomM D'Agworth,) 

Edw, III. Welcome staunch D'Agworth 1 What of Brittany ? 

EfAgworlk. All ours, although but now, we were in straits 
To find our scanty garrisons supply. 
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Edw. 111. What? have ye laid a convoy by the heels? 

r^AgvioTik. Why thus, my li^e. Last year, the ninth of June, 
I marched to codtoj stores with all the force 
My scanty host could spare — of men-at-arms 
Some eighty, with a hundred mounted bows — 
When we encountered the Lord Charles of Blois 
And all his army, eighteen hundied knights, 
Two thousand bows, and thirty thousand foot. 
In haste, we posted strong!; on a hill. 
Where, thanks to our feared archers, we defied 
Them all, all day, and lastly came safe home. 
Again this year — it was at Roche de Kien, 
Lord Charles with hU twelve hundred knights and squires, 
Six hundred men-at-arms, six hurulred bows. 
Two thousand crossbows, and of other foot 
Past mustei-, was close-sieging our few knights, 
Who held the place so stoutly. I could raise, 
Ill-spared, three hundred men-at arms, and archers 
Some twenty-score. With half of these I rode. 
At midnight, to their camp, and there beat down 
And slew a-many [Seople, but we stayed 
Past daring, till the whole host, roused to arms. 
Fell on ns : 1 was stricken down, and taken 
With all my company, but Hartwell passed, — 
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He knew the river — back to our reserves, 

And minded to liave sped to HenneboB, 

When un there lode ii knight of Brittany, 

Cadudali, with a. hundred nien-al-arms, 

Who, when he learned the night's hap, cried, "Nay, Sirs, 

Bnl mount your horses, those of you that have. 

And those that have not follow us on foot. 

And once more let us fall upon the foe ; 

For now, I trow, they feel themselves past peril. 

I warrant we shall, so, discomfort them." 

And, ere the sun rose, creeping through a net 

Of ditch and hedge, they fell upon the foe, 

Drugged with the drowsy sleep of victoiy. 

And smote him down beyond recovery : 

And there were taken the Lord Charles of Blois 

And all his lords both Norman and Breton. 

Forester. Truly is courtesy French : for not "being admitted to onr 
festivities they send message to show that they have not for- 
gotten us. Hut ihetr message, like other greetings of ]e(t-out 
guests, if it reaches its mark will stab like an arrow or a dart 
{He picks up one of each). He must have a skin no thinner 
than a coat of mail, who wiU say boo to one of these : so. 
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ladies, listen to their message, which is in plain words, " God 

be with ye. " 
ffoliand. The Forealet's rough words are pithed with truth : 

The French have seen the glitter of our tr^n, 

And, picturing some festival, are swift. 

Hoping for feastday vigilance, to sally 

And lake us at the vantage. Madam, quick, 

Ere a chance bolt, shot harder, has achieved 

Its message of ill-will b; quivering 

In some high lady's bir unarmoured breast. 
Queen. Sir Thomas, we have reigned oui reign in camps ; 

And these stray shot will liardly flutter Us 

From visiting our subjecls at theii posts 

Of honour. Holland. True my liege, but do not you. 

By one hour's peril of your life, undo 

All we have done against the foe in months ! 

For if you let them injure you, they pluck 

An earlier froit of victory than we. 
Forester, No keeper of noble game could have shown better craft. 

Put up no herons for French hawks ! If you will die in battle 

it will be a most kingly action for a Queen, but that's not on 

the same bough with a roast rat in a house-on-fiie. 
Queen, We cannot gainsay knight and forester 

In war and fieldcrafl. We mil go within 

Pagr 69- 
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To save our subjects caie, bat not for caie 
Of lucking death: 'tis not to shield ourselves 
But leave you fi-eer to chastise the French. 

(ExaoU ladies — Sane tkiftt^ 

ACT II. SCENE IV. 

On the inude of the Qridec of Nieullet in the environs of CsUa^-TenU and 

backgrouDd, part of the French army of 300,000 raeti comes inla vieH^^TIke 
BUcIc Prince and Lan ca ster are fiitliDK with their Kujtea among the guards and 
archert^ — Enter through the gale of the Bridge, the two Cardinals of Pope 

Bl, P. What hap, revered lords Cardinals? Card. Smallgood: 
Your site's lords met King Philip's as agreed. 
And two of them, the lord Sir John Hainault 
And your Sir Walter MaoQy of Hainault, 
Brothers-in-aims of old, spake conrteouslj 
But baldly to each other, tearing off 
The masks of simulation envies wear. 
And veils of gloang speeches. All could see 
That Philip, little as your Sire, wished peace. 
And Ei^land wonld not take what France would give. 
Nor France yidd Ei^tand half that be desired. 
So, with no more ado, the parley ceased 
And each's four departed as they came. 
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Bl. P. I grieve your pious labours after peace 

Fell by the wayside and were withered up, 

And pray you make remembraoce of my grief 

Before the Holy Father. Now I haste 

To carry youj codcIusiod to the King. 
(Exit the Frinn into the Camp.— ThE Cudiiuls and iheir miles ut shewn thiouKh 
the ^^t on the bridge. — Lancaster goa inspectug the sentries and Hrcben m 
their poets ; a Freach tnimpet bang heard ontside, he surveys tbroogh the 
wicket and then i^ieiis the gatb— Enter with herald and flag of truce D* 
Chargny, De RihvuDonl, Dc Note, and Beaujen.) 
Rihaumoitt. Sir, we would speak with Edward, ICing of England. 

We bear a challenge (Toui the King of France. 
Lancaster. Myself will learn his pleasure. Rest you. Sirs I 
Di Chargny (fifier spying mutd the defences). 

Beshrew me if this be not worst of all. 

The road by Gravelines — well Gcavelines 

Is bristling with a hundred thousand Flemings 

Fresh from the fight at Cassel, where their pikei 

Bristled too much for vahaot Normandy — 

So much for Gravelines. Across the dunes 

The road is easier, and there oar men. 

Mere commons of Toumay, passed both their dykes, 

Beat down King Edward's tower and slew his archers. 

But then the road runs close beside the sea 

To shirk the foot-sore saDdhills, and his ships 



Digilizcdt, Google 



THE black: PRIUCE. a el II. 

Are anchored in procession, fDmished full 

With bombards, crossbows, longbows, and springalds 

And all aitillery to war&re known, 

Wheteof to run tbe gauntlet were sure death. 
Remains the Biidge of Nieullet with both sides 

A waste of quicksand marshes, and one road 

One nanow road, barred by a narrow bridge 

And gates and walls, and with great Lancaster, 

The most unconqneied Captain in the world. 

And his victorious host to man the gate. 
De NesU. These marshes ! Why no roan-at-arms alive. 

Not though he left bis horse, could mince twelve yards 

But he would sink with meie weight of his mail. 
Bamjeu. And see at every loophole a long bow, 

And at each coign a' troop of knights and squires. 

Resting at ease, but ready at the sound 

To lift their weapons and spring op in ranks. 
Ribaumimt. My Lords, we come as envoys, not as spies, 

I pray you, leave their ordering alone 

And wear the dignity our office craves ; 

For lo 1 the Ktog of England I 

(With some confusion they recover Iheir ordst-^nd dismannt. Enter Edw. III. 
with Ihe Slacli Prince. Lancaster, Muiny, HollaDd ud " well accompanied hj 
noble men,"— Froiuatt.) 
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Edw. III. Welcome, Sirs. 

You bear a challeage from our enemy. 

Riiaument. Out erraiiii, Siie, is from the King of France, 
A message you will welcome; he has come 
To Sandgatte Dunes to meet you in fair fight ; 
Bat be can fiod no way to come to you. 
Therefore he prays you presenlly appoint 
Lords of your Counsel, as he has of bis. 
That their joint wit may choose the battle-fieM. 

Ed-ai. III. We come to bear you. Sirs, not unprepared ; 
What you de^re of ua we well discern — 
Tis all his boot, who wronged us of the realm 
For which we bear our wounds. We answer thus 
That we are here, and that we have been here 
This well-nigh year, of which he had full knowledge ; 
And had it been his mind, he might have come 
As earlier as he minded : we were left 
Unchallenged here so long — at our great cost — 
That if we choose, the town must now be ours: 
Therefore we have no mind to quit our vantage 
Nor budge from that which mellows to our hand 
And we so long have sought and dearly bought. 
Wherefore, since neither he, nor his picked best. 
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■ Can pass tliis way, — if still they have the stomach, 
' Let theiii hew oat a passage for themselves. 
(The French kni|;hti are escorted, tfaroufh Lhe gate BAd over the bridge. — Ejit 
Edw. III. into hkOuop.) 

Bl. P. I would that we had oiel them as we crashe<l 

On Crefy's slopes. Manny, They had no heart to fight 
Unless their envoys bargained for a field 
On which our archers could not trench themselves 
And where their knights had nought to stumble on. 

Bl. P. Give them theli field. I think us men enow 
To lighl them on their terms and yet to win. 

Lancaster. Cousin, that Is knight-errantry, not war, 

Bl. P. And are not you a veiypreux knight-errant. 

Laneaslar. If only for myself, I pray so. Sire : — 
But for our country 'tis ill stewardship 
To spend her substance vainly, where the foe 
Must either come (o fight us at our vantage 
Or else abjure the fight. 'Tis thus the Scots— 
Who says the Scotsman does not love his country ? — 
Maintain their wars with England from a land 
Of barren hills and humble merchandise. 

Bl. P. Cousin of Lancaster, I love my country 
As well as any Scot, and yet can I, 
Without a blush, not answer any challenge 
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Sa.ve with my sword upon the field of tiyst. 
Mtmny. I am with yon, my Prince, but pray we never 

From Lancaster meet cliallenge, for there rides 

No biaver and no doughtier knight alive. 
Bl. P. See where the Frenchmen fly. My Sire and you, 

Play better war than we do, Lancaster. 

For look I YoQ have the fruit for sitting still, 

Where we had thrown a kingdom in the scales, — 

Wat here and I. Come, lords, we may retire 

And parley with my mother and her ladies. 

(EuUDi sU but Lucaucr, Goudi und Archers.— Tbs icene slufti.) 

ACT 11. SCENE V. 

Calais. — Fadng each otlMr on Ihe stage the nail of the tmm and the hlmer of the 
Eagluh Camp, each with a gale in it^ aod shewiDg a atnet behind-— Ealer 
Ihe Governor, St Piene, D'Ayre, the two Wissanu and olhei burgesses. 

Gtm^yiar, Sirs, I desire your counsel. All. We are honoured. 

Crnxmor. Anent the city, Sits ; these some days past 

We have strange straits in meal and wine and flesh. 
And now out beasts are spent. I mean not sheep 
And kine, svrine, goats, or others, food for man, 
But such as would in peace have scared our bellies, 
The dogs and cats and horses of out streets. 
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The letter with the secret of onr straits 

Is in the siegers' hands, though onr ship's master. 

Ere he was captured, strung it to an axe 

And hurled it in the sea. The very waves 

Are subject to these English ; for behold. 

At change of tide, thej washed the twain ashore. 

That, which we sent out secret, their proud King, 

When be had read our nakedness, sent on 

As message of defiance to our King, 

Who came with his great army, filling up 

The whole horizon landward. But he passed 

The way he came, not venturing the proof 

Of those death -raining archers, in their forts. 

Who winged his host at Crefy, in the Geld. 

Each day fresh banners blazon round the town. 

Witness the famous Lancaster, of late 

The conqueror of Poictou and Aqnitame, 

Sir Robert of Namur, Sir Walter Manny 

The deviller of these dare-devil Ei^lish, 

And him who took the King of Scots alone. 

And the fierce prelate. Captain of that day. 

The King of Scots, the Douglas and the Duke 
Of Brittany are prisoners-of'war, 
The Earl of Flanders traitor and betrothed 
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To marry Engknd's daughtei, while the Flemings, 

After the Duke of Normandy's leputse 

At Cassel from their pikes and English bows, 

Are massed, to gaol us in, at Gravelines. 

And, coup de grace, our fleet that promised plenty. 

Was worsted by the English at Croloye 

With one half sunk, and all of them dispersed — - 

Our victuals were, before this, in the sea 

To lighten ship for fighting. And Earl Warwict, 

With eight; sail, sweeps all the channel clean 

So thai not Norman now, not Genoese 

Would run foi Calais. Nor, with Warwick bound 

By winds conspired against him, could they pass 

The English fort that grips our harbour mole 

With its artillery of bows and engines. 

In short, my masters, look which way you will 

We see no hope, the English no resistance ; 

Therefore give me your counsel ; I attend. 
Si Pierre. Why, parley with these English, hold out hope: 

Of yielding them the city — On our terms — 

Lives, liberties, ajid goods of all within^ 

For it would cost ibem many a hundred breaths 

To force the most be-battered of our walls. 
Covemcr. Well so : their King is honour to the quick 
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And what he swears will give us, to the haJi. 

Ho, Herald, sound a parley to yon knight 

Who stays beside the barriers in scorn 

Of our untiring cross-bows. ( Thi knight approachis) Good, my 
Lord, 

Please you to pray the noble King of England 

To send his envoys to receive our terms 

For rendering our King's good town of Calais. 
The Knight. Grave Sirs, you may command me; by good hap 

My steed champs where I stood. I'll ride there post 

And back, by his good favour, while you wait. 
Ggverttm: Know you our knight, my Masters? All, No, my Lord. ■ 

GoBtrtier. I think none other, looking at his arms. 

Than that Sir Walter Manny, named but now, 

Eyeing our gates, I'll haiard, when we called 

For one of his adventures. Jas. Wisscmt. See bim back. j 

(Edict two KniKhls.) j 

CifBemor. Hail, Sirs I I know you both for valiant knights. i 

And now to wit why we besought you here ; I 

The King, my master, sent me to this town. 

Commanding me to keep it for his weal, I 

And not to let him suffer loss or shame. 

All that men might we did ; bat succour failed, | 

And now so short of victual have we Fallen | 
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As to lack life's bare pittaDce ; we shall die 
Oc else with hunger lose our reason's rein. 
Unless your generous and redoubted King 
Finds pity ; therefore pray you take our terms — 
Say that we will depart in what we Stand, 
And let bii" have the castle and the (own 
And all the plenty of rich goods within. 

Mattny. Sir, we will speed your prayer, but can forecast 
The intent of our lord the King somewhat. 
For he hath made us privy. One thing know 
He will not let one soul of you depart. 
Since he hath sworn that you should yield yourselves 
To ransom, as it pleases him, or death. 
For Calais is so stubborn, and hath bred 
Snch waste in lives and gold, that he is vengeance. 

Governor. This is loo hard a matter. Sirs, for us ; 

For we ate but poor knights and simple squires 

Who hare served the King, our lord, as you serve yours. 

And much pain and disquiet have endured. 

But we will yet endure as much again. 

Aye more than knight did ever, ere we let 

The meanest in the town &re worse than as. 

But ere that. Sits, we pray it of youi goodness 

To move King Edward for us once again. 
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Foi in him trust we so much oobleness 
As, by the Grace of God, to bend his wiU. 
(Eiennt Knights : the dtimis gam long and earnestly ; aa the Knights retuin.) 

Jai, Wissant. And who is with Sir Walter ? Governer. By his arms 
It sliould be the Lord Bassff : piaj tliejr change him. 

fas. Wissanl. Wind-prayers 1 For lo, the Knights, with " Pililess " 
Writ large upon their foreheads. Manny. Hapless Sirs, 
I luielt with your brave words before the King, 
Who stamped and swore he would not swerve one letter 
From his first oath, Chat every soul within. 
Soldier or dtiien, should yield himself 
To his mere will and pleasure, life or death. 
And then I rose, to reason, pleading " Sire, 
Save your displeasure, may you not be wrong? 
Since thus you teach bad logic to the French ; 
For if you bid us into any fortress — 
Your servants— how think you thai we shall go. 
If you have put these townsmen to the sword. 
After their full surrender ? For the French 
Will deal us, what you dealt them, in their turn. 
And many grizzled captains echoed me ; 
And last the King. " I cannot gainsay all, 
Therefore, Sir Walter Manny, you shall go 
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And tell them all Ihe favour they shall have, 
That six of the chief burgesses of Calais 
Come out bace-headed, barefoot, and bare-legged, 
Stnpped to their shirts, with halters round theii necks. 
Bearing the keys of Cakis and the castle. 
And that these six shall yield themselves to me 
To my mere will and pleasure, life or death. — 
So will I take the residue to mercy." 
Gimernm: Fiay you, Sirs, rest id brief while I descend 
And break this to the commons of Ihe town. 
Who prayed tne hither. Marmy. Sir, we shall attend. 

(GovetDor, St l^erre. etc, descend inEo thai put of the town iDcIuded □□ the slage ; 
the town bell rings, wheroa a crowd of men and women aswnible.) 

Gmiem(fr. Knights, Burgesses and Commons of Calais, heai. 
We offered terms to Englatid : England's King 
Replied in brief, Ihat, but to spare our lives. 
He must have six chief burgesses of Calais 
Come out bareheaded, barefoot and bare-leKcd, 
Stripped to their shirts, with halters round thdr necks, 
Bearing the keys of Calais and the castle, 
And that these six must yield themselves to him 
To his mere will and pleasure, life or death,— 
So will he take the residue to mercy. 
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Sirs, we shall have no gentler terms ttian these ; 
Therefore go, counsel you, and bring swift word. 

(" All the peoptc round begin to w«p and malu sucti bewailing, thai then is not so 
hard > heart, if ii had seen thtm, but wouid have commended their case : Ihe 
Captain himself "eepapileoualy: at lasl the richest burgess in all the town, 
called Eustache de 5t Piene, Hks up and says openly."— FtoUsart J 

St. PUrre. Sirs, great and small, it were a heinous sin 
To suffer all the people in this town 
To die by famine, or what worse may be. 
When we rich have their ransom in out hinds. 
Much honour, deem 1, would he have with God 
Who died to save our town from such a strait ; 
Nay, I have such good faith in God our Lord 
That, if I am to die in this adventure 
To save out citizens, I hope for pardon. 
I will be first in hazarding a life. 

("When be has thus said, every man worships him and many kneel down at lus feet 
with piteous tears and ^ghs." — Froissart.) 

lyAyre. I will be comrade with my friend Eustache. 
Jas. iVissatil. I too aro rich in goods and heritage ; 

I will go through it with these twain, my cousins. 
Peter Wissattt. And with my brother I. yk Burg. And I. 6th. And I. 
as the King desired. The Captain goes with 
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cEiildiHi at [bcb depvtnre : tbe gate is opened : he issues out iritli che «i 
bui^esHs : the gate is closed again and tbey are teft benreen llie gate and 
the barriers. Then the Caplajn says to Sir Waller Manny."— Froisaait) 
Gmtmar. Sir, as King Philip's governor of Calais, 
With free consent of all within the towD, 
I yield you up these six, and swear they are— 
They were to-day — the sii most honourable, 
Mosl rich, most notable Bi:rgesses of Calais. 
Wherefore I do entreat you, noble Sir, 
Pray the King's mercy that Ihey may not die. 
Maitny. I cannot answer what our King may do, 

But I shall do for them the best I may. 
(The barriers open.— Manny and the Sii pass Ihroujli on tbot way to the King. 
—Tile barriers then dose.— The town-gates open, n-admil Ihe governor, then 
close—The £ 



ACT n. SCENE VI. 

The camp at Calab : dd > dais belbn the King's parilion are discorered Edw. III. 
on ■ thnme, the Qneen beiida him ; with them Ihe Princess Joan, the Black 
Ftince, Lancaster, Holland, Durham, other nobles and ladies, knights, aicheis, 
guards, and a crowd of antlers, tradesmen, elt^Enter Manny, with the sii 
bncRsses of Cal^s, in their shirts, barefoot, with halters round their necks, and 
the keys of Calais in their hands. 

5'. Pierre. Mosl noble King, behold os mi, who late 
Were Burgesses of Calais, and great merchants. 
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■ These be the teys of Calais, town and castle, 

And we yield up ourselves without condition j 

In ransom for our fellows in the town, | 

Who from the dearth have known yet woise than death : I 

So ptay we pity of yonr nobleness. 
( " UpoD Ihu all the Euh, Barona, xoA otben that are there weep for T^ty/' — 



Edw. III. What mean ye. Lords ? Ye know how I hate Calais, 

Fiist for the debt of injuries and spite 

I owe them on the s«a, and now of late 

For all this devilish siege. Quick I offtheii heads I 
All Present. Mercy ! Ed-m. III. Now f off their heads ! 
Manny. Ah, noble King, 

I pray yon sheathe your anger, for God's sake. 

Nobly you won the name of sovereign greatness. 

Therefore do naught to shadow your renown, 

Nor yield the right to speak ill-deeds of yon. 

For all preux knights would monm, and foes cry "cruel" 

If you bade Vengeance kill these plain, good men 

Who on your mercy lay their lives to save 

Their townsfolk. Edvi. III. Bring the hangman : for these same 

Have done so many of my men to death 

Thai fliey shall pay in kind. 
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Qittrtt {Great vrilh child, fallingon her knees before him). 
Ah I noble love, 
Since, to <aj peril, T have crossed the sea 
1 have not lei your bounty stretch its hand. 
So now (or honour of the Vi^in's son. 
And love of mine nnbom, I well dare ask 
That yoa give these paot six their due of mercy. 

(Tbe Kini behold) her, and stands id b d«p itndr.) 

Joan [aside te SI. P.). 

Cousin of Wales, you have loved me much — in speech — 
And vowed your life ; let your vows grace their spurs 
With knightly deeds : the noble Normandy 
Swore he would never draw on us i^in 
Till he heard mercy, when for Manny's dealh 
King PhiUp was a miser. Do jon now 
To prove that love, which has nsurped your lips. 
Swear that youTl ne'er draw sword on France again 
Till you hear mercy too. Your sire will heed, 
SI. P. Sweet Joan, in this first trial of my love 

I could bat try to yield ; but were love deaf, 

I'd venture for these honourable men. 

Who ventore life for others. (?> Eitw. III.) Gentle Sirt— 
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Edw.IIl. (not kearitt^ Ike Prince, hut raisins iAtQuan/rafitk^ knees). 

Ah ! Dame, Uus once I would you were not by. 

For where I should be steel, ;ou make me wax. 

The men aie yours to do with what you will. 
Qwvff. Mybleswogs, Sire, and metcy'a, and their own. 

Speed them to our pariiion, but first stiip 

The halteis from tbeii necks. Biing forth new robes 

And see they sup right royally. Give each 

Six nobles of our bounty as he parts. 

And you. Sir Waller, mbe own countryman. 

Make ready with an honourable escort 

To guide them through our host without molesL 

And Sirs, yon bare your liberty, onransomed. 
(Thiy kneel to thank.) 
Edw. HI. Eustache, we grant thee forty marks a year 

In token of thy valour, our goodwill. 
(St Pierre koEels icun,— Thni eieiiDt the Buigetses, escoited br Manii]> and 

KDigbtSt Bhot^Dg them every bonoor J 
Joan [ta Bl. /".). For your unspoken protest, happily 

Unneeded, loving thanks my princely Coz I 

I love our Wales to match their Normandy. 

{Tht Curtain Falls— End 0/ Act II.) 
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Act III. 



lie (btmdatioD of the Orfer of the Garter.— In Ihe still eiislilg hall of the PalaH 
of Eltham assembled Edw, III., lh< Qdech, Black Prince, Ibe Princeu Jow 
the mOEl famoiu of Edwud's Koighls, Heralds, etc). 

': P. Fair ladies, noble Siis, mj royal Sire 

Bids me rehearse, why we are met this day — 
First for our devoir to our good St Geo^c 
Special defender of the realm of Engluid ; 
Next to commemDrate the day of Cre^ 
And fall of Calais and the King of Scots ; 
Third to revive thai bli companionship. 
The knightly brothers of the Table Round, 
Who made King Arthur mirrour to all Kings i 
And fourth to re-establish for the world 
A standard of true knighthood. 

Sonie years gone, 
Motdding the order peifected to-day. 
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At Windsor set lie tip bis Table Roond : 

Bat tben War called the knights to pluck sharp spears 

And ran a till at France, a jouaf which lasted 

Almost till DOW. The knights who grace his choice 

Are no coart-minions with girlish limbs 

Bred to silk hose, whose tender limbs will bruise 

With lacing on thar armour, but stout knights 

Who broke the French at Cte^y or struck hardest 

■When Lancaster, with scarce oine hundred English, 

Beat down twelve thousand French at Auberoche. - 

Hiis is the King's preamble. Heralds, sound. 

(A flourish of tnunpets.'— Herald readA out io h loud vuice.) 

Rtrald. Edward the King of England, King o( France 
And Lord of Ireland, Duke of Aquitaine, 
This year the three and twentieth of his reign. 
Unto the honour of Almighty God, 
The glorious Virgin, Mary, and St GeOT^e, 
In his new castle, Windsor, hath established 
A military order, with himself 
The sosereigQ, and my lord the Prince of Wales 
And other noble knights Companions. 
In this new Order of the Garter Blue 
The sovereign must be the King (A England, 

p*et^ 
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The rest aj! genlle-bom and proven knights, 

Without reproach : for it must not be shamed 

With holding aught ignsble or unworthy. 

The Order shall embrace the King of Ki^land 

The Prince otWales and twenty-four Companions, 

Vicars thirteen and Canons Secular 

like number ; with them twenty-six Poor Knights, 

Grown old in noble deeds and blameless life 

But unhorsed by misfortune. These shall form 

OuneoUege of St George, and have their chapel 

Wherein the Vicars, Canons, and Poor Knights, 

Each day shall pray for all, acditender service 

To God, and Holy Mary, and St George. 

The other knights each year shall come together 

To Windsor Castle on St George's eve 

And share the service, each in his own stall. 

Wearing the sanguine mcmtte of St George. 

And if so be tha.t any in the wars 

For England, oi pursuing his just quarrel, 

Be hindered, he shall wear, no matter where, 

His mantle from first vespers on the eve 

To second on the morrow of St George. 

Each knight when he is chosen, shall be given 
The Garter and shall lay his helm and sword 
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Before the stall assigned him in the church ; 
And when he is inducted shall assume 
The sanguine mantle, while his helm and Sworf 
Are hung above his stall to rest unmoved 
Until God moves him Irom as, and shall pa^, 
By his nobility as Prince, Earl, Kiiight, 
His fee as founder, so that he may wear 
The privilege and title of a right. 
And when he dies shall leave the Coll^^ gold 
To chaunt so many masses for hia soul 
As fit the rank he bore, from King to Knight 
The twenty-^x Poor Knights shall pay no fee 
Not wear no Garter, but shall have the tight 
Of shield and mantle. This is the Foundation. 
Now as to vows they take upon their souls : 
( No Knight shall quit our kingdom without leave, 
' But when feme's field has bearded leagues to reap 
' They shall be sent the iirst into the harvest ; 
None shall turn arms on other of his Order 
Save for our majesty or in pursuance 
Of his just quarrel : none shall take retainer 
Ag^nst a foe whose cause a Garter guards ; 
This ere they lend tiieir sword to any cause 
Shall all make stipulation, and if, after. 
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'Tis shewn they have, unwittingly, transgressed, 
Then shall their bond and articles he void. 
This is the King's Dew Order, to the honour 
- Of God and onr St George. God save the King ! 
Edw. III. Sod, (the Prime advances ami k?iiels before him) wilt thou 

Bweai to keep these articles ? 
Bl. /", I will. Ed-w- III. Then rise and have this Garter hound 
In token round thine arm ; the mantle sanguine 
Thou shall assume upon a certain day 
At Windsor Castle in St George's church. 

And now, fair Son, lead up my choseo knights, 
Rehearsing, as each kneels, the noble feats 
And gentle birth that tit this fellowship, 
BI. P. {leads up Lamaster). Sir Henry, Earl of Lancaster and Derhy, 
Our Cousin, and most doughty general 
In Christentj, who has served us in campaigns 
Past number, but especially of late 
At Calais, and before that in Poictou 
Whence he scoured out the French, &om end to end. 
And won great battles, Auberoche the chief. 
I here present our Cousin, Lancaster. 
Edjv. III. Brave Cousin, thou art chosen to oui Order. 
After Ourselves and England's heir, the first : 
Say, wilt thoa swear to these our articles ? 
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Lancatltr. I will. Edw. III. (railing hint anil buckling Ike Carter 

rffuitd his arm). Then rise. Companion of our Order. 
BJ. P. {leadi up fVarwick). 

Sir Thomas Beauchamp, the stoat Earl of Warwick, 

A Samson when you utterly destroyed 

The FrenchmeD's fleet off Sluys : He led our Tan 

At Cie97, was at Calais a right hand. 

Sir Thomas Beanchamp, Sire, the Earl of Warwick ! 

EdjD. III. Brave Warwick, tbon art chosen to our Order : 

Say, wilt thou swear to these our articles i 
Warwick. I will. Edtii. III. [raising kim aTui buckling the Garter 

nmnd Ms arm). Then rise, Companion of our Older. 
Bl. P. {leads up Cap.). Sit John de Greillef, C»pitowre of Buche, 
Viscoont of Benanges, the most valiant Lord 
Iq Gascony, and our most faithful ally. 
Sir John de Greilley, Capitowe of Bnche 1 
(The Cairitowe luieela.) 

Slim. III. Lord Capitowe, We choose thee to oar Order : 

Say, wilt thou swear to these out articles ? 
Cofiteive. I wilL Edw. III. (raises and invests kim). 

Then rise, Companion of our Order. 
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SI. p. (Uads «p Saliibuty and March). 

Sii William Montacute, the Earl of Salisbuiy, 
Sir Roger Mortimer, Earl March's son, 
Both knighted at la Hognc with mj young self. 
And at Caen, Crefj, Calais, both good knights : 
Sir R(^er Mortimer I The Eail of Salisbury I 

(Th(;lu>«L) 

Ed/w. III. Brave lords, ye both are chosen to our Order ; 

Say, will ye swear to these out articles ? 
Beth. I wilL Edv/. III. {raUe! and ircuesh than). 

Then rise. Companions of our Order, 
Bl. P. (Jeads up Bauchamp). 

The Earl of Warwick's brother, Sir John Beauchamp 

Who woD his youthful fame at Sluys, and bore 

The banner of the King all day at Cregy. 

The Earl of Warwick's brother. Sir John Beaachamp. 

{B«aiicbuap liDeeli} 

Eda, III. Brave Beauchamp, thou art chosen to oar Order ; 

Say, wilt thou swear to these our articles? 
Biaiuh. I will Edw. III. {raises and invests him). 

llieu rise, Companion of our Order, 
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Bl. P. {leads up HoOand]. 

Sir Thomas Hoiked, Sire, a most preui knight. 

The husband of out Cousin, Princess Joan. 

(aside. The fairest dame in England, which I'll prove 

Upon his recreant bod; who gainsays) : 

Siie, he it was who lode to you at Cre^y 

Through all the hosts of France, to bring 7011 Dews 

From our beleaguered vanguard, and then back. 

(Joan smiles her pleasure.) 
Sir Thomas Holland, husband of our Couain. 
(Holland kpeeli.) 

Edw. III. Brave Holland, thou art chosen to our Order : 
Say, wilt thou swear to these our articles ? 

Hetlatid. I wilL Edw. III. {raises and invests him.) 
Then rise, Companion of our Oidei. 

Bl. P. {leads up Chandos). 

Here have we John of Chandcs, great Sir John, 
Whose history is England's, who has fame 
Wherever knights are spurred, whose life has been 
.- A tissue of light heart and heavy blows. 

Sir John of Chandos, glorious John Chandos. 
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Edw. III. Aye, glorious John Chandos, 'twas well said I 
John Chandos, thou art chosen lo our Order : 
Say, wilt thou swear to these our articles? 

Ckattdos. Aye, Maty, will I swear. 

£iAv. HI. {raises anJ invests Aim). Then glorious John 
Rise from thy koees, QimpanioQ of our Order. 

Bl. I*, {leads up Audi!)'). Sit James of Audley, Sire, in Brittany, 
Gnienae and Normandy, the Frenchmen's lion. 
First in the retinue of Lancaster, 
And then mine own, most ventnrous of Knights, 
And with as fair a blossom for great deeds 
As Lancaster and Chandos have borne fruit : — 
Sir James, a knight sans penr et sans reproche, 
(AudJer kneels.) 

Edw. III. Rare Audley, thou art chosen to our Order : 
Say, wilt thou swear to these our articles i 

Audky. I will. Edw. HI. {raises and iniiists htni). 

Then rise, CompaDion of our Order. 

Bi.P. [leads up Loring). 

Sir Nigel Loring, Sire, who fought at Sluys, 
And fought so well, that you did knight him there 
And grant him twenty pounds a year for ever 
To keep up knightly state. — Sir Nigel Loring ! 
(LeridE kneels.) 
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Edw. HI. Friend Loring, thou art chosen to our Order : 

Say, wilt thou swea.[ to these out aillcles 7 
Litrittg. 1 wilL Edw. Ill {raisis and itwesls him). 
Then rise. Companion of our Order. 

(The Bladi Prince leads up Liile, Borehenh, Mohun, ComtcDay. GrEf, Fi 
Slapelton, Wale, Wmtlesley. Hollaad, Earn, D'Ambieticaurt, Ps- 
Sufford.) 

Bl. P. All these I now present, Sire, ore brave Knights, 
Alt with one meed of glory in (he field, 
And that meed most heroically won ; 
For they, with those just Gartered, were best Knights 
In the great battle and the vastest siege 
Ofall our century. Sir Ralph Lord Stafford, 
Sir John Lord Lisle, Sir Hugh de Courtenay, 
My good knight Sir Bartholomew Burghersh, 
Two famed Sir Johns, Lord Giey and Lord Mohun, 
Sirs Thomas Wale and Richard Le Fitz Simon, 
Sir Miles de Stapelton, Sir Hugh de Wrottesley, 
Sir Otho Holland, with Sir Heniy Earn, 
Sir Walter Pavely, and the last, not least. 
Sir Sanchete, Lord d'Ambreticourt, whose sire 
Cherished your mother. Lady Isabel, 
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Wan with aflight from England to Hainault. 
These by their names I do piesent you. Sire, 
(ThcykueL) 
Eiw. III. Funed knights, ye all are chosen to our Order ; 

Sajr, will ye swear (o these our articles ? 
All. I will. Edw.III. Then rise. Companions of our Order. 
(He motions them to riie. uid goes round investing tbem with the 

Bl. P. Now an our kniehts are Gartered : it lemains 
For me, as premier-chosen, (o fulfil 
My Sire's next hest and cho<»e the jousts a queen, 
Promwliose inspiring lips you shall derire 
The story of our founding, and its devoirs. 
I choose the wife of one of our most valiant, 
Sir Thomas Holland. Beauty needs no proof 
To those upon whose eyes it once hath shone : 
' ,BQt needed it the proof, my shield hangs nut. 

(Advuices to Joui.) 
Fair Cousin, you must let us crown your beauty 
To queen these jousts, and strengthen with your grace 
As yon repeat, the reasons I rehearsed 
For founding of our Order : then proceed. 
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Please you, to proclamation for fODi Icaights 
As to what service haogs upon their oath. 
Jaan. Knights are ye of the Order of St Geo^e 
And sworn Companions of the Garter Blue. 
Wherefore St George is patron of your Order, 
Seeing" he is the palron-saiut and cry 
Of Englishmen in battle, needs no tale. 
But list while I rehearse the past and purpose 
Embraced by the Blue Garter of ourliadge. 
*■ Once on a night, to crown a royal feast, 
We danced in Windsor's ''"11 and, as we tripped, 
A garter, playing tniact from the knee. 
Mid a dame's blushes, lay upon the floor. 
Blue, silken, slender ; whereat certain Lords — 
Some scoffers, some grim soldiers, none preui knights — 
(For true knights reverence, in every woman, 
Christ's mother's and their mother's womanhood). 
Smiled scoin or laughed rude mirth : whereat the King, 
Spurred by their lack of knighthood, rused it up 
And honoured it as gage upon his arm. 
Exclaiming ' ' Honi soit qui mal y pense, " 

But though King Edward reverences woman, 
Deem not that he, upon so light a cause. 
Ordained this fellowship of&mous knights, 
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The heroes of his victories. The Order 
Has vowed its dedication to St George 
Becanse he is the knightly Saint of England 
To guaid or to aveoge. They wear St George 
For valour, and the Gaiter is theii pledge 
Of gentleness and courtesy to damea 
That no man in (heir presence may transgress 
As did these LoidsJ, Bl. P. Thanks Cousin, now as queen 
Knle your attentiv^subjecls front your code 
How they must live, who would be your true knights. 
Joan. St George was saintly and o'erthrew a diagon. 
And subjected its fierceness to a. maid : 
This is a parable. Bl. P. Which all may read. 
Religion, fame in arms, hommage aux dames. 
Joan. He who keeps these is honoured of St George 

Although he wears no Gattei on his sleeve. 
Bl. P. And being of our Order, he who keeps 

These three, twice over is St Geo^je's knight. 

Now, Herald, sound " away" : the day grows grey, 
And we need yet to prove upon the green 
Our knighthoods won so briskly in the hajl. 
Sound, Heralds, for the tourney — "Aim and horse." 
(The Hetalda sound : the whole fi[e out wilh full ccremonT, headed by 
the Kiog.— When all uv out, the Scene shilts). 
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ACT III. SCENE II. 



It is night : U SmithEeld. where the ChsTterhousenov stmds.— The Omrch of SI 
Buiholomew the Greater and Old Hospital of St Barthdlamew in the back- 
frooad ; on one tide an old London atrecL-^Many doora have the plagbO'inarL 
on them ; eater, beariDg torches abd toUing a belli Robin Foreter and othfirs 
with a dead-catt. — They itop and look roond^ 

Altetuiani. Where tw we to pack these dead, good Robin? 

Forister. By oni X^y, I know not ; ill the churches ue as fall a» 
dnniped wool packs, and the new pit of oiu good lord Bishop 
London is no emptier Chan high water at a springtide. 

(Enter Manair and Che Princess Joan with a small snite.) 

Mmtnji. I do entreat you, Madam, press no further. See here is the 
cart with a ghastly debt of mortality to pay into the coffers of 
Death the usurer. Not so much as touching is needful to rob 
England of the ^lest fiowei she ever brought forth to the son : 
for you should only breathe the poisonous exhalation of the 
sores, which rises and stalks abroad like a foul palpable mist, 
and lo the seeds within you, ready to burst, ripen and bear fruit 

of COTTUptioiL 
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Joan, I caie not ranch. It »e«m$ as if we all should die ere the 
summei is dead, and it's as good to grQ now aa then. I would 
not have the poor deem that I am as those who use theii 
greater store of gold to help them leave their needier brethren 
to periL No wonder their hearts faint, when they find the 
chiefest city of the land left to themselves aod Death. 

Forester, Throw not good lives after bad. Lady. All the lords in 
London coaldn't sta!y that which laughs at apothecaries as 
if they were but grinning stone gurgoyles for piHions to drain 
through. 

foan. Methinks, I know that voice, that fantastic licence of speech. 

ForesliT. True speech. Lady, I am he that was keeper of the Earl of 
Kent's deei — your father, the Good Earl, may he rest in peace, — 
and the Earl of Kent's deer — your brother, and afterwards 
keeper of that most dangerous animal, the King's ordnance, in 
which notable office I had the honour of provoking the animal 
to wrath and a most unpleasant smell beneath your royal nose ; 
and afterwards was near concluding the loss of your good 
will by nudging you out of reach of the billets-doux despatched 
by the French gallants to show their gallantry— to the ladies of 
England. 

foan, I know you for a good Kentish yeoman of whom my martyred 

father thought so well that he made you a keeper of his forests : 

and you were be that, speaking somewhat with the licence of 

r Pagt loi. 
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the good gieen wood, were tender-hearted enough to risk onr 
displeasure by joining Sir Thomas in waving us awaj, when 
a bolt or two, that were intended for our husbands and brothers, 
fell among us. But bow comes the keeper of the King's 
ordnance and an Earl's deer, so low as tMs f 

FeretUr. Once a keeper always a keeper. First I kept dumb aoimaJs, 
then I kept dumb ordnance — no' it was not dumb neither, but 
roared and smelt and killed like a Christian. Now I am 
keeping the livii^ of this great city alive by taking away the 
dead, who otherwise would breed such a quintessence of the 
pestilence, as should aJToresI all Englaud for lack of men to 
fight the weeds and the woods, which would speedily overrun 
the whole world were it not for the enemy of creation, man. 

Jeam. Are you oot of office, and so out of elbows, that you have taken 
np this new honour of keeping f^ee here is gold lot you, 
You have served us of Kent well, and I would now offer you 
the poor service of my purse. 

(She produces hit gipsire, and tslto out money.) 

Feresttr. Nay, put up the old pestilence, kind, pretty Madam. I have 
enough ado with the new. As for mine oSice with the King's 
ordnance, it is mme still — and am I not still fighting the King's 
enemy? As for the French, they want no ordnance of the 
Eoglish; for this same artillery of the Plague Usurer, — eye, surer 
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ttian cloUi-paTd arrows, a disease which lias carried off many 
a tall Frenchman in his pride and prime. I am leading the 
King's outpost against the Plague. Your dead-carriers died so 
fiist that there were no heirs apparent, or presumptive, or any 
other -umptive to take their places: and, the dead not being 
carted away, the living died the faster, and so the dead increased 
\fj compound interest that it seemed as if the whole income of 
living folk would soon be eaten up. Then said 1 to myself, 
"Robin Foresler, you never were one that thought of dying on 
a pallet in a hovel when you might die under the fi-ee heaven 
with Kings and Earls for fellows ; you have looked Death in the 
face and bandied with him limes out of mind : if these dead 
bodies be suffered to go on heaping up the pollution, presently 
shall al! be dead bodies and you with them. If you go at Death 
bold!;, you may daunt him, as jou have before ; ajid Robin, if 
yoa are to die of the Plague, die like a man of Kent, leading the 
assault on the Plague, and not like a beldame haggling for the 
grounds of the cup, from which the wine oflife is drained." And 
thens^dl to my men of the ordnance, "Who'll face the odds with 
me once more and sweep these battalions of dead, that threaten 
to overwhelm us?" and said they, " Robin Forester, yoa seem a 
man that daunts Death more than he dreads; we too woald be 
men ; " and so came they, all, with me. 
afanny. This is the true stuff of heroes wMch, shaped with capable 
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hands, chaDges the whole aspect of the world and decides whether 
the fashion of it shall be Babylonian, or Peraan, or Greek, or 
RoniiD foi the ceoturiesto come. 

Foreiler. Now must I to my bodies, yoo«. Alas 1 whomhaveyoa here? 

Foi-isler. {going up to the cart). Oh I a fine feast — noble company for 
a feast— gallants and ladies of high d^ree cheek by jowl with 
those whose calling was on eyesore (o humanity. 
Ji>an, Why whom have ye ? 

jWanny. I entreat you, Madam, fly. To stand parleying here within 
shot of the steam of these bodies is moie mortal than a sea fight 
with the Spaniards. 
/aan. Sir Walter, your concern for me mcrjesme, and your courtesy I 
thank : but I am of the Plantagenets, a race that have made 
Death their servant and paid him his full gteed in blood, and 
therefore when you spake of looking him in the face (as yon so 
oft have done) to see with your own eyes if aught could avail 
these poor people, I begged to use your escort. 

Manny. Madam, I promised you your hnmoor and I have given my 
conscience his. Now may yoa forward, and St Thomas that was 
bom in London hold his hands over your valour and beauty. 

Joan, Whom have you here, good Forester. 

Forester. He at the end, with the spurs yet on his heels, is a stout 
knight whom I did hear to have smitten the French in (he great 
tiattle of August year. He was riding by the river, when it over- 
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took him, as sound, it seemed, and as strong as when he won his 
spurs overseas : a-sudden a heron went up from the mud (for the 
tide was oat and the old Jack wading for Sind-fish) ; the Itnlght 
flew his falcon and it swooped shoei on the heron, which it slew, 
but not SD fast, that the Plague had aot swooped faster on its 
master. The falcon was a gentle and came back to the knight 
without lure ; whom it found lying on (he reed-bed beside his 
horse. The falconet marked where he lay, but braved it not to 
approach him, fearing the Death, though mind you he had not 
one whisper of it, yet rode in and gave warning, whence we weie 
sent for him, that, if infection were, it might not breed. 

Jaait, Then was the fal<»>a better English than the falccner ; I will 
have masses for i*. But whom else have ye ? 

Ferater. A notable squire of the Kin'g, (hal should have been made a 
knight at the neit marching into France. 

JaiM, Ah ! poor fellow I 't will save him many a hot day and CoM 
night, and his hauberk-full of envy and starved hope. 

Ftrater. This great worshipful master here fought Death belter than 
knight or squire ; for look you, he was stricken a week before he 
was rtady for the stretcher, and the most we reckon is three days. 
On his groin aad under each arm he had an Egyptian swelling, 
a« great as a wall-fiint and as hard, but he wrestled with (he 
enemy like a man ; and had the Apothecaries known to help 
him in this, as they do in a fever, he had lived to be SheriET of 
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LocdoD next ;eai, as by all accounts he should have been. 
Undei him, but nay I will not moke bold to show it, for 'tis a 
foul corpse, spotted like a paid. 

Jean. What be these spots like? 

Fortsler. Some laige, some smalL Where they be large, like the 
bruise round an Birow-wouod and but few, one or two, of them : 
where they be small, no matter how small or how many. Thejr 
are all of the colour of Bordeaox spilled npon cloth of Ypres. 
This fellow if it had rained wine on him, could not have been 
more spattered. 
Joan. What was he ? 

Foresltr. I know not — one of the better sort : it came from a lordly 
dwelling on Fish-Street-Hill. But see here this maiden, how 
fair, of what shape, how yonne, and no maiden neilher^but 
a dame, a knight's wife. After these many weeks of sweeping 
up after Death, I wept over this one, a mother for the first 
time, the mother of a month. The infant was like the strong 
knieht, its father one of those that was at the taking of th* 
King o' Scots, and wanted to bee out more than it couli 
wp from the rose-bnds of this pretty one, so she gave it to 
nurse. The nurse was a lemaa of the coirunoner sort, nesting . 
in one of those alleys whose dirt is manure to the Plague. 
She had the seeds of it in her, when she took the suckling : 
presently they oated and she died. The mother like one mad 
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calls out "mj babe, my babe," and, biaver tban most part 
of the soldiers back from the Wars, gave it her bosom. The 
little bee stong it, and, weak with her mothering, she bore 
up but a few hours, thoi^h the babe that slew her got the better 
of it Even the Death that slew her was pitifbl of hei. [He 
unanurs tie brtasi). See here the purple star upon her bosom, 
where it infected her. The chirurgeons searched her to the 
very soles of her slender feet, and could find no blemish, but 
this one wound of loie upon her breast . 
Joan. Look you, Sir Walter, this is motherhood — motherhood, and 
girlhood too, for she was but a girl. This woman's boys, had 
she bome them, would have been Knights of St George, for 
they would have been of the most valiant of Englishmen, Yet 
look how gentle the mien of valour — this soR delicate fiwe with 
violets under its drooping anemone eyelids and primrose hair : 
these meek, slender, frur-haiied maids are like Sir Thomas's 
lilies, that grow in our Kentish woods, and this poor body a 
fern for fragile grace. Devotion, wast ever as lovely and 
ill-requited ? 
Afoftny. This girl-mother shames England ; for there be few but 
have fled like a Frenchman from a Lincoln arrow, unless 
it be the priests and poor friars, who have given bithfiil 
ensample of their exhortations how to die. In Norwich there 
be thirty Churches, folds without shepherds, and the one half 
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broad Yorkshire fiath no fioly man livic^ for the ofEces of the 
Church. 

Joan. But other men and women, of all sorts, what do they 7 
Manny. All sorts. 

Joan. So it was told me ; but I scarce gave credence ; they said it was 
here even as it hath been in Tuscany. 

Manny. What account gave they you of Tuscany ? 

Joan. That some, holding it best to live soberly and avoid excess, 
make parties and shut themselves up from the world, eating 
and drinking but temperately, yet that of the best, and divert- 
ing themselves with music and what else they can, with 
barred doors, barring their doors not only to Jeli A-orn the 
outside, but to all such rumours from the outside as might 
disquiet them. Others holding rich living to fortify them, 
feed every passion and appetite, eating, drinking and revelling 
from tavern to tavern, or from forsaken house to forsaken 
house: for oft-times their owners have left them with all 
things in them, and having no one to play constable, all things 
that are left become common, the laws whether of God or 
man being dead of the Plague. But these revellers, though 
they brave God's wrath in such brutal fashion, yet brave the 
infection no better than others. A third sort neither &st like 
the first tior feast like the last, but eat and drink according as 
they require, yet walk aboat with pouncets and nose-gays to 
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their DOStHls, holding it (o strengthen the brain : for the whole 
air is tainted with the stench of the dead, arising, it is hazarded, 
as well Jroro the fennentbg of noisome drugs is from the dis- 
temper itself. Others again, more fearful, or less regardful of 
theit fellows, .in great multitudes, both men ajid women, are 
fled away, leaving kinsfolk and house and goods to the pestilence. 
— And there be some evil-doers, believing the wrath of God to 
have fallen upon the city for their illdoings, while there be some 
persuaded that (here is a curse upon all dlies, inherited from 
Sodom and Gomorrah, and that none ought to remain in a place 
thus doomed. 
Manr^, There is a common humanity in us for evil, though the world 
finds the good too high and the great too hard. The news our 
envoy brought from Italy of the Plague he might take to Italy. 
But, fellows, why loiter ye here with your load of death for the 
pit and death for the air t 
Forester. We know not where to pack them, my Lord, the churchyards 
are running over, and the Bishop's new pit chokefull. We are 
waiting till one, our comrade, shall return, who is peering for 
a cranny. 
Manny. Why further ? to whom belongs this croft? 
Forester. To the Brethren of the Spittal of St Bartholomew. 
Manny. Well put them in here, so it be far from 'all the houses ; and 
I will buy the ground fi^m the Brethren. Holy ground it shall 
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soon be, iot T will endow a Religious House to say maases foi 
the souls of them that lie abont. So shall they have some sort 
of Christian burial. 
Forester. We shall obey yoa, my Loi:d, to our abili^ ; come, comnde, 
we mnst be agt^ : keep an eye on the cart, 
(EienDt, lolling the BclL) 
Jean. Sir Walter, you aie pious as you are valiaat. 
Manny. Knight's vows. Joan. But who are these ? 
<Eatn on the left a body of FlaEcllanfi. Thiy wit clad In sacluloth irgm the loins 
proceuioilchBUTitiD^apeEiiIeatialhyniD, and frequently pra&trating themselves 
MutET flagi Ihcir nuked buks and shoulders as thsy lie.— WarbuilDII.) 
Manny. These be tlie FlageUaots — an Order of Hungary, who have 
a multitude of folloivers in Germany, but have mel with small 
note from the English, who love nut foreign churchmen. 
/eoH. They seem to me good men, who inflict the extremity of their 
own wrath upon themselves, if by any means they may »vert 
God's wrath from their fellows. 

(A thicle kind of niiat bcjE>°i to envelope them). 
Manny. Away, Madam, as yon value yoor life : this is the Plague-mist, 
an evil eihalation as noisome as the breath of the stricken and 
the steam of their sores. Such an one overhung the Levant ere 
the first dawn of the Plague upon Christenty. 
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Joaa. If you away, I too. What Sit Waltet Maony ventures not, will 

be more than a valiant man and pious, need oi may. 
/If unity. You have emptied your purse of praise, Madam, but we must 
fly, or praise nor aught else will be cucrent with us. 



ACT III. SCENE III. 

<Caliui; the night of Dec. 31st. 134S. Outside the castle p(»iem. berond th 
Boulo£De Gate of the caatle. In (he background a greHi gate of rhe towc 
£aleT from the light tvD squires of De Chargny. The postem dirawblidge i 
let down, and u (he wicket appears Sir Amorj of Pavia, English Govemoi c 
Calais.) 

I st Squire. Have we the Governor's privacy ? Amery. No ears, 
ist Squire. The Lord of Chargny greets you with thb riddle — 

When will a mould take melal ? Amory. Say the mould 

Is bolted, save this orifice. But soft, 

Here comes the guard : quick hence and whisper "ready." 

(Exeunt on the rig:hi. Eoter on the lefi, Manny, Stafford, SnffcJI;, MoDCagiu 
Beauchunp, Delavar with Knights and mea^t-arms. The poslem is unbaired 
the Governor comes ont and \i salaled All pass in Ihroogh the postem eice] 
Mafui7 and two lOnights. Ag the Govemor appioachcs them, ^ Walter an 
one of them retire a few paces.) 

Atnory. Whom have we here ?■ (As the tmgit raisa its viior he 1 
ihnnderttruck). My Lord the Prince of Wales I 
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BL F. Hasf thou dianged tunes again Sir ApioryP 

Atimty {humblyY No, Sire. 

BL P. Best not. Feel sure that when my si 

Your dark-sown treason learned, his hand was raised 
To slay you unconfessed ; for there is nought, 
Saving his queen, his children, and his Ei^land, 
That twines all round his heart like this good town 
■Which crowned his victory, and this you sold 
For gold that turned to death within your grasp. 
But since be loved you once, and since you swore. 
Bruising your knees in agony of prayer, 
That -jQU. had palmed no penny of the wage. 
He took you to his mercy, on your oath 
That you would seal your plot ; but fix such term 
That he might send what knights the town would need 
To give the French fair greeting, and dispatch 
Sure messenger apprising him the same ; 
And we have seen your brother. Yon tall knight, 
O'erlopping Waller Manny, is the King : 
And he and I are here Sir Walter's knights 
Not King and Prince of England. Uid you dare 
Betray your treason trebly ? Atnaiy. Sire, my prince, 
I make my head bail that these lascal French 
Have no heed of your coming, nor indeed 
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In either town or c»slle dream of aueht 

Beyond the makebelieve of garrison 

With which you English leave your holds exposed. 

Bl. P. I trust your head : and if this have fair end, 

Your twenty thousand Judas-crowns are yours, 

With crowns from us. {A Clash of armour is heard.) 

A ntory. The files buM round the web. 

Bl. P. Then to our lairs 1 Sir Walter I Sire I the French ! 

Manny. We must taste in to make due state for them. 

(Eieunt sll into the Culle. The drawbridge is drawn up and the posKni barred. 
Enter on the r«h[. Sir Oudean de Rency with squires bearing the twenty 

aims : the drawbridge is let down, the paslem-widkel opens, and Sir AmoiT 

Ondairl. {Handing them in through the viiitat. ) 

Your downs. Lord Governor. Amary. I Irust, all told. 

For day will overtake us if we count : 

It shall lie locked and coffered, while we plot. 

And yon shall guard the key. Step now, fair Sirs, 

Into the donjon, for, Ihe dotijon yours, 

The lordship of the caslle brooks no doubt. 

(Uabars the postern and sdmits them : the bridge is then drawn op and the piKtem 
barred again. Enter Chargny. with bia banner before him, and his company. 
Peioo de Werre and other Knights.) 
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Ckargny. This Lombaid takes bis leisure. We lue like, 

Unless he warms us soon, to starve with cold. 
Dt Wirrt, These Lombards are njalidous as they are subtle ; ' 

Hell count jronr crowns by singles, sounding each 

To see if it ring true. Why thought you not 

Of making sure that postern for yourself? 
Chttrgny. France enters by the gate to France's own. 

A muirain on this waiting ; I would Rght 

The King of Finland rather than endure 

This miserable old year new-year cold. 

(A clash of swords and axes upoa armaur is heajd with cries of *' Mbtu]7, Maany ttt 
the rescue 1~ "What, meao Che French wilh so fev to g^n the Castle ol 
Calais?" Then the drawbridge of the gieat Boulogne Gale of Cskis drops, and 
the English under Manny dash out upon Chai^y's company.) 

£!. P. {iaeegnito). Yen's he. I know him by his banner gules 
Charged with three Scutcheons silver. Have at ;ou 1 

Ckargny {at the same lime). 

We are betrayed. Sirs ; see the English wax 1 
But if we fly, their spears will pierce out backs j 
Less danger, if we fonght wilh a good heart 
And trusted miracles for victory. 

Bl. P. The truth and knightly spoken, by St Geoi^e I 
Shame be to him who flies I St George, set on ! 

/•,Wrii4. 
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Eda>. Ill (incognito). Stay ; stay. Sod ; They wilt wdt as : an' we 

Tjll all QUI troop rusb out, not one of them 
Shall carry France the tale. Bl. P. Sire, I am reined. 
But do not corb me long while honour neighs 1 
(More English itane). 
Eitw. Hi. {lo Manny). You lead as : thiot you not tVere best to take 
Six Banners and three hundred Bows to hold 
The Bridge of NieuUet against fresh advance, 
While we o'ercome or slaughter those we have? {Exit Manny.) 
Now (hen, fair son, hew down this bramble-het^e. 

, and their knighis hew thioufih iheni, and 
Bnd tht Black Prince with Chai^yi 
Q his kaces, but a finally onrcome and 

Ribaument. Sir knight unknown ; I yield me prisoner : 
But thoDgh you bear no anas upon your shield, 
1 wot you one of Edward's Windsor knights. 

(The Blaii Prince, aftei a brief combat, fell] ChaiEny, and with a foot on hb nedc 
juid sword^a point at his vizor calls out ' Yield/ Chajsny yields and the other 
French fly. The prisoners are taken into the castle; as soon as all are in, the 
dr&wbridge raited and the gate barred, the walls part. revealinE the banquet- 
hall of the castle, and in it the French knights with their guards,— Edw. Ill,, 
The Black Prince, and English knights dc not yet appear.) 
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Kibattmonl. This cuised Lombard sold 03. Fools we were 
To dream to buy with shifty, filthy gold 
That which was bought with honest wealth of blood. 
I would I bad not soiled mf swotd with traffic 
In such a contract. — Fools we were, for he 
I Who sells his honour once will sell it twice, 
And rightly sells his masters in the art 
Of Judas. Chargny. Nay, Sir Paladin, be just. 
That we have been be-traitored beggars doubt ; 
But doubtless 'twas to save a traitor's skin. 
These thieves of Italy have their tbief-hononr. 
And weave Dot plot on plot, unless they be 
Entangled in a net and stumbling forward. 
We paid our Lombard for his master's goods 
Which he, I think, was willing to deliver, 
But that the selling reached his master's ears 
And was estopped, and then he paid his fraud 
By giving Edward lien over us. 
And would be fain to buy offhis release 
On harsher terms than these, I warrant you, 
From England's royal lion ; for you shall learn 
That though the lion be a noble beast 
Who spares the weak, yet will his mighty paws 
Make carrion of all that meets his way 

Pegtrit. 
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To threaten or offend. What shrift King, Edward 
Accords to those who baulk his lordly whim. 
The ax best of this town were like to prove 
Save for his Queen ; and short had heen my shrift. 
But that a knight of England gave me terms, 
And Edward is too preux a knight to stain 
His humblest knight's bright shield. But hist, thej come. 
CEnter Edw. Ill,, The Blacli Prince, and ihdr kDighu. "Eveiy man in newappard, 

bead. The King nsnl from one lo aaother of the Frenchmen, and when he 
came to Sir Geoffiey de Chargny he changed his couolenadu a Litilesnd looked 

Edio. III. Sir Geoffrey, be assured 1 love you little. 

When you would, like a horse-thief, reive by night 
That which I have so dearly bought in lives 
And leisure, and with ceaseless ebb of gold : 
But grudge gives way to joy since you are limed 
Like blackbirds on the cherry-trees. You dreamed 
Of somewhat belter markets than I found. 
With Calais boQght for twenty -thousajid crowns ; 
But God was on my side and I'll not lay 
My wrath to his. I giant the forfeit life 
My son — 'twas he who strook you down — hath spared. 
(■^ And therewith ihe Kine went from him, and he spake not a word in answer. Then 

the King cajue to Sa Eouace of Hibemont and said to hlin joyously "^- 

Froiuan.) 

. Pagt 117. 
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EAo. JIT. Sir Enstache, ncTer kn^ht in »1I the w 
Whom I hsTc pioved, assailed hU enem^ 
Or shielded strokes so valiaDtly well. 
For never met I foe, who won from me 
Such sweat in single-comliat ai to-day. 
Wherefore by sentence just I you adjudge 
The palm of place to-day above all Knights 
Whose valour ia the gloiy of my couit. 



Edw. III. Six Eustache, I award you with these pearls 
The pearl of valour in this last encounter. 
For my sake shall you wear it through this year ; 
Since well I know you for a squire of dames 
And doniel's doughty lover. Where you go 
Proclaim I crowned you with it and wherefore; 
Nor shall you be delayed in winning grace : 
I make yon free of ransom, liee to pass 
To-morrow an' ye haste. And tell all men 
That Edward loves yon. This is the preamble 
To present feasting and to Usting peace. 
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Act IV. 



(Poictien. t d froDt orBUck Prince's tcdl. BUck Prince is diKorercd -nii 
aodAudlcy. Enter Card. PerigonliDuTasand suilel. 

£1. P. LoTdCardinal, what newer? Card. Sire, no better. 
Thou mindest the first grievous terms I brought, 
That four of England's most redoubted knights 
Should yield them, like Che Calais burgesses. 
To the King's last displeasure, and yourself 
And all your army prisoners-at-mercy. 

£1, P. Aye, I mind that, and how I hurled reply 
That, when I took his cities by the storm, 
I could frame leims no harder, short of Death. 
But looking at bis seven for our one, 
And since no food had cheered our soldiers' stomachs 
To-day nor yesterday, I was not niggard, 
Bnt ofiered all mj prisoners nruransomed. 
And all the gold Aid plunder of the foray 
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With all his towns and castles lo restore. 
And I nor any with mc, knight ot sqaiie 
Archer or Wdshnian, to bear arms again 
Against your Prince these seven years lo come. 
Card. I boie tki King these terms. Sire, and he smiled. 
He and his sagest captains, well content 
To shake the fruits of battle, and not pluck 
After hard climb at peril of the neck. 
But then there came a bishop from Champagne, 
Renard of CbSlons, wrath with yonr sire's charge 
And shouted, "Is thy vengeance to be quenched, 
For all thy slaughtered subjects and burnt towns, 
Without they pour the sacrifice of blood 
Which God, who saith that vengeance shall be his, 
Hath put into thy hands ? " and then the King 

(The CardiDal falters u if unwilling to proceed.) 
Bl. P. What said the King ? be glib. Lord Cardinal, 

I am no child to quail at kestrel words. 
Card. And then he turned his other ear to Grace. 
And patted Vengeance, unless you yourself 
_ And five score knights without condition yield. 
Bl. P. That wiU we never do : il will not save 
Our honour or our soldiers. We can die. 
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Chandos. And, wbeie we stand, a man can sell bis life 
So deaily (bat for everyone of us 
Who sinks, shall drop some five or six of them. 
Tell this to the proud prelate and proud King. 

(£xcaDt IDto the Black Frince's lenl Ihe Frince and his li 

J>uras. There rides your chatekin with all bis posse 
Armed lo affray these English. I must prick 
To swell hi9 tributary to the host, 
Tbat shall chastise these cursed islanders. 

Card. Our task is peace ; it is bad Heraldry 

To draw a Herald's sword. I pray you, nephew, 
Ride back with me to PoictietS in peace. 

Duras. I pray you, Sir, to blink at my excuse ; 
I bate these upstart English, and the King 
Will welcome one who saw their camp so late. 
Their trenching and their fewness and their want. 

Card, Heralds their eyes should blindfold to all sights 
Eicept the mien of those they meet in council. 

Duras. But not with English. I will guide the King 
So that he may entrap this popinjay, 
Like one who snares the thrushes on the snow 
Just with a tightened string, a falling sieve. 

Card, I would the tears of widows that shall flow 
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And wails of breadless orphans for the sires 

Who should have scajed the wolf that gnaws within 

Had be«n bought off by peace. The bill for blood 

Bankrupts the Earth already, and this waste 

Is Uke the mad misuse of gold, which draws 

Remonstrance from the prodigal's boon Etiends. 

Tis wicked, wicked, wicked, and the man 

Who serves the Prince of Peace hath deafened peace, 

"Who digs the pitfall," Nephew of Daias, 

You know what saith the Wiil. Ah I wash jniur hands. 

And bless the bond of embassy which binds you 

From this most needless violence to God's image. 

Nephew, I pray yon stay your hand and eye, 

(Lest, busy with the digging of the pit. 

On you as well as Chalons fall the cost). 

And share my blessed perqui^te, of peace. [Exeunt. 

(Enter ChaadiH and Cleimonl fiom oppouto rides, each beiring the same device, vii 
" (he Virsin Muy e&bjoidered b a lunbcam above on their appareL"— 
Fioiiun.) 

CUrmant. Siicah of Cbandos, pray how long hast thou 

Sunk to my varlet, wearing my device ? 
Chandts. Nay an' it comes to that, you bear mine too. 

For it is mine as rightfully as yours. 
CUrnuml. That I deny, and bat for this curst truce 
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Whidi stands to-day between us, I would prove 
The lie of it upon your recreant body. 
Chandts. Fine words, my Lord of Clermont^" this curst truce " 

And you will fraA me ready iu the place 
Which brave men choose in battles, waiting yon, 
Ready to prove by stress and feats of aims 
That I bear this device as worthily 
As any braggart Frenchman of yon all. 
Clermont. 'Twas spoken like an Englishman ; yon English 
Are too beerwitled to devise yourselves, 
But, being grown too great in your conceits 
For narrow England, wander o'er the eailh 
In search of strange adventures and new wares 
Goodly or &ir, which ye can make your own 
By conquest, acquest, or ape-copying. 

(Chandos tapa his hi[t significaDtfy, and points to the English ^ positions ' ; 



Digilizcdt, Google 



'. THE BLACK PRIUCE. 



ACT IV. SCENE 11. 



Bi. P. He btoughl us peace mi wai wfthia his robe^ 
Peace cmeller than war. If we must yield 
To mercy, it shall be to God's not man's : 
We can leare life and honoui in His hand. 
Friends, we are not too many, if you conot 
The puissance of «n army by its nurobets. 
And then regard our numbcis with the French : 
But victory hangs od God's- little finger. 
Else had the Macedoman Aleiandei 
In his tirst battle fallen. If God bedcotis 
To Victory, and we conquer as he did. 
There will be none more honoored in the wodd. 
And if in our just quarrel we be doomed, 
I have the King my father, and my brethren. 
Great princes and stark knights where t>eatlt is fieiceat. 
And ye have kin and Mends enough in England 
To win a bkxidy wer-gild for yoar deaths. 
And then lemembei Cregy, where they rode 
Sonie four ot five to one, and where their speaiB 
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Were like a wood in winter, and their buuiers 

More than the fleet of them yon took at Sluj^ 

They rolled up like a fire before the wind 

Sweepiag a field of stabble, but our bows 

Sent such a thunder-sbower as quenched their fire 

And left them like the burnt stalks of the stabble, 

Mere wind-drift on the groand ; and when iieEh hosts 

Crashed horses with out knights, we smole them down 

Each nun his three or more. At Calais gates 

They doist not come to trial of our steel ; 

Therefore behoves it when they try to-day 

Thai tbey should learn how sharp it would have t«sled. 

I do but pray you for God's sake to-day 

To do the duly that you owe yoor birth ; 

For please it God and En^and's true St. Geoi^ 

This day shall see me more renowned a knight 

Ciandas. I swear I will not leave your side to-day : 
If I be killed HI lie at your right hand. 

Bl.P. I sh^ not want for shield then, nor for cheer. 

AttdUy, Sire, I bave ever, truly as knight may, 

Serred your sa^% weal and yonrs, and will till death. 
This say I for that once I made a tow 
That in my first pitched battle, where your sire 
Or any <rf his children should engage. 
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I'd lead the van or die ; and therefore, sire, 
Foi any service it has been my honour 
To yield the King yout father or yourself, 
I do require jrour grace to grant me leave 
To quit and post this body of my vow 
Where I may vnn accomplishment thereof. 
Bl. F. Sir James, lie botai you seek is ours not yours. 
And God give you His grace to be this day 
The best Icniglit of all others intakes his hand). Your right hand 

To clasp once more, in case the one or both 

May after this day's ending strike no more ; 
. But one thing eie we part. Ordain our battles, 

For none of us hath had such 'prenticeship 

to desperate emprise forlorn of hope. 

And holding leaguered castles, shorn of guards 

And shattered, from a multitudinous foe. 
AudUy. Id council with your marshals, Sire, and Earls, 

I will devise the posting of our men 

To best advantage of their scanty numbers. [Sxil. 

Bl. P. How my brave sire will rail at churlish Fate 

Who robs him of so fair a chance of honour 

As these odds promise. Chandas. Aye, the King, your Sire, 

Is CiEsar in adventuring the odds. 

In that seafight off Dover, nhere we broke 
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Brave De La Cerda wllh his forty "nefs," 

All castle-high beside our little "flutes" 

— And " victaallets " and galleys, you will mind 

How we had cruised two days, and how the third 

Was two-thirds spent ere we descried their ships ? [,Bl. P. nods. ) 

'Twas on this third day as the sun sank low, — 

And he w^ so a-tiie to meet the Spaniards, 

Much though they were the stroi^gei at all points. 

That the day dragged, till he had news of them. 

A lu^er, with its strong brown wings, flew past them 

And brought thai, with much wealth, and hosts of men 

Allured by Spanish gold, they'd weighed at last 

From Sluys, where he chopped hotchpotch of the French. 

Which made him don his doublet of black velvet 

And sable beaver, looting his most royal. 

And, full of smiles and words of joy and cheer, 

Command his minstrels from their horns to breathe 

' ' The lune which Master Chandos brought of late 

From Germany " ; and, when the flourish came. 

He called up to the watchman on the mast, 

' ' What see yon from your vantage up in air ? " 

To whom the watchman, with hand-shaded gaze, 

" Nought, Sire, but what our eyes must needs behold. 

The clifb of France, (he uiow-wbite cliffs of Thanet, 
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I The Roman's castle black above the marsh. 

The crowded wharves of Sandwich, and the sea." 
Whereat he chafed, and turning to me, said, 

, " Chandos, Iheir lagging tires me, — pray you, sing 
The words you made for this new tune of yours : " 
And when the song broke off, he called again, 
"What see you fiirther, watchman, on the mast? " 
And slow the watchman answered, with shamed face, 
" The white gulls wheeling round our shielded stem. 
The dogfish prowling in our gleaming wakes. 
And the scud black upon the distant wave." 
And then the King, all itch to fight them, cried 
"These Spaniards send ' excuse-me's ' to the Teast . 
We make to entertain them " ; but meanwhile 
A cheer rang from the watchman on the mast. 
" I spy a ship and think it be a Spaniard." 
And then the King still Smiling, fall of glee. 
Cried " Silence, Minstrels, for the feast begins," 
And prayed there might be others in its track. 
" Aye, I see, two, three, four, a shoal of them, — 
God help me, for I cannot count them aU," 

' And then the trumpets sounded, and the ships 
Formed line of battle, though one master urged 
\ That night bore down too last, to whom the King : 
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. " These Spacianls to a banquet have I hailed 
And they shall feast to surfeiting this night." 
And then he called for wioe, and pledged his knights. 
And then he called the master of his ship, 
" See that great Spaniard bearing down on ns ? 
Laj me a-boaid him — lide me a. sea tilt," 
And then they crashed together like twa clouds 
, Of thunder south in Spain. The Spanish ship 
Lost all het masts, a wreck : but the King's ship, 
His bciut-of-oak "cog Thomas," stood the shock 
tdke Andley in the ring : and our fierce knights 
Cried, "Let h^ go, a better shall you have 1 " 
And soon a lai^r, doughtier ship bore down 
And grappled with the King's, and poured such weight 
Of lead and iron anA stone-shol through oni bottom 
That we were Nuking &5t, whereon the King 
Boarded the Spaniard, heading us himself. 
And drove the Senhors headlong overstem. 
f. P. That same artillerj of lead and iron 

Which whelmed our Father, pnt us in snch straits 
That we were on the sink, ere we conld take 
Dor grappler ; but our Cousin, Lancaster, 
Eyeing our peril, laid his ship aboard 
Her other side, with " Lancaster a rescue," 
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And diove them ai ye did : we scrambled on 
At best each might. I thank thee, Lancastei, 
That I have lived to face these glorious odds. 

Ckmd^. Twas a good fight Yom royal Sire, youiself. 
Your Cousin Lancsster ^ feugfat like ItnighU 
Of Arthnr or the Pikdinl. Bl. P. A knane 
Onl-giaced ds sQ ; Sir Robot lA Namur, 
The same vbo joined oui qnairei before Calaisa 
Id a antall ojg, was grappled by the ^ant 
Of all Ibe Spanish line, who hoisted sail 
And stood away with purpose, far from aid. 
His weakD«si to o'etwhelm. One Hannekin, 
A »arlet of Sir Robert, notii^ which, 
Le^t OQ the foe, and, nmniog to the mast. 
Hewed down the shcond and stays and halliards. 
Thns sail and jsrd fell crastung on the deck. 
Killing and maiming, tangling and coctfusing : 
And then Sir Robert, seizing the suipiise. 
Boarded and diore the Spaniards by the booid. 
Ere they conld stand to quarters bom the wreck, 

Ckandts. Biave varlet and good omen : while we talk 

Behold the French adrance. Bl. P, To your posts, aH, 
Now Gloiy m a dragon frcoits oar spears ; 
Set cai 1 St Geo^e, Gtuenne \ Houmut, St. Geo^e ? 
(Tluj huny En laiious dir«doiu Co thcii pott— Srdc sUOi.) 
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ACT IV. SCENE III. 

(At Poicliss before the buck, with d» Fnnch King and lib nile.) 
K. Jakn. Sii EnsUcbe de RibammHit, where is h« ? 
Rii. Heie, Sire. K.Jthm. How muif were there of these GngtUb ? 
Jiib. As I might judge, eight Ibousand, Sire, at most, — 

Lances two thoosaud, archeis some foui thousand, 
.And of the rest 1 reckoned fifteen hundred. 
IC.Jokn. But posted at a vantage, I daie think. 
Rib, , Trust that with John of Chmdos lumcd to ba^ 

And En^aod's faeii at venture- Sa.w I never 

Outside a dcnjon-keep such food for prowess. 

They stand upon the scarped ^e of a hill 

Tangled with fines, and licged with hedge and foMC 

Too sheer fw horse to leap or man to climb, 

To which is one strait entry and no more. 

To wit, a hollow lane with hedge and fosse 
' As sheer as Chat which rings them, and 30 pindied 

That thej must needs be wary who would ride 

So much as four abreast ; and, more than this, 

Th^ have used time ao thriftily thai fines 

Are twisted into hurdles, and mere Ijanks 

Bieast-woxked like castle-rampaits. All these bank* 
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Have archers planted, whom we first must pass 

Ere we caa rout tlicii scanty inea-at-arms. 

These archers are good soldiers, though poor men. 

Not easy to i^iscomlit, and thai shot 

SpiU man and boise though aimoured in full prooE^ 

As witness Crefy, Calais and the Scots. 

K. Jakn. Then, Maslei Enslache, how would you devise ? 

Rib, The English are dismounted. Sire ; your soldiers 
To grapple them must quit their horses too. 
Save some three-hundred Lances, your best fighters, 
Best riders, and best horses. Let these chaige, 
Despite the hul of arrows, on the archers 
And trample passage through them. Then the rest. 
Marching on foot, shall slip in hand to hand 
And win as well by numbeis as by dint. 
Keep some Horse in reserve rfor this the Germans 
Were best, — 'tis fair the glory of the day 
Should go to France ; and let full twenty knights 
Be armed in all their trappings Kings of France. 
The devil is in these English : if their knights. 
Brawny with beef and beer, should vow their lives 
To wreak their host's defeat upon your head. 
Your head would fall, though twenty thousand guards 
Stood round you, an' you were the only king. 



Pagt ija- 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



SctMt Itt. EDWARD. THE BLACK PRINCE. 

Therefore let twenty kings confonod tlieir spile. 
K.John, Sir Eustache, Ibanks 1 Qerniool and D' Andrehen, 

See that our host is ordered with this skill ; 

Let there be twenty kings, and let our Horse, 

Except the picked three hundred, fight on foot ; 

Let DO man's lance be longer than an ell ; — 

Cat it to this— and strike off each man's spars, — 

Lest he be tangled by them in the vines. 
Chargny. I like not this : the docking of our spears 

Were more than pity, but to lose our spurs — 

To lose his spurs betrays the recreant knight : 

With such an omen no good end can come. 

I pray yoa, my lords Marshals, spare my spnrs, — 

Ilikeitnot. 2nd Knight. Nor L yd. Nor L 4th. Norl, 
K. John. Forward the battles, lei the clarions sound. 

Who are those knights that prick (rom England's host? 
Rib. He with the four behind him, by his arms 

Most be Sir James of Audley, battle's Master, 

Wise in the camp as Cbandos, and in fight 

As strong and cruel as an English bull. 

Who tramps and tosses all that flee him not ; 

He with the ermines and the huraets gules 

Sir Euslache ot Ambreticourt ; be comes 

With signs to challenge one of ns to joust 1 
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Good 1 one accepts his challenge, a tall knight. 

With Mlver shield charged with five coses gules, — 

That is the Gennan Lord of Coucibras, 

Well-charged I the shock was fair : and both good knights 

Are hurled to earth : but 'lis Sir Eustacbe rises 

And steps astride Che other, sword in hand : 

Sir Louis, Lord of Coucibras must yield. 
Dwas. Nay, he is rescued : bravo 1 other five 

Have fallen on Sir Eustacbe ; he is bound : 

Hu!za I the Lord of Coudbrashath won. 
K. John. That he had lost I'd fain, than conquer thus. 

For when knights fight a challenge, all around 

Owe them a truce. Duras. But not to Englishmen; 

I hate these viper English ; they should be 

Stamped out like serpents from this land of France. 
(Scene sliifls.) 



ACT IV. SCENE IV, 



'eial French Knights fgllawcd br the 
J attadc and slay theot. 



Chandos. Stay, Sire, the day is ours : which way I look. 
No banner, nay no pennon on the wind 
Points where one knight of all that goodly host 
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Whose spears were lite a fbresi, and whose sbields 

Took all Ihe noble quarlcrings in France, 

Disputes (he field with us. Stay, Sire, and rest, 

The while 1 hoist your banner on this bush, 

That all your people scattered near and fai 

Pursuing here, there stampmg out the foe. 

May know the day for ouis, and swarm back here ; 

For they are spread abroad like angry bees. 

And you are worn with fight, fatigue and heat. 
Bl. P. Well hoist my banner, let the bugles wind I 
Ckandas. Put off your basinet. Sire. Varlets, ho I 

Set up the Prince's ted paTilbo, 

And bring him Bordeaux nine. Bl, P. And for my Lords. 

Chandos, what knight is that who Les there dead. 

With yon wide spear-wound gaping in his back. 

And round him ten or twelve, his followers 7 
Chandos. I know him by his arms, the Lord Duras, 

The nephew of theCardinal Perigoid. 
Bl. P. {loHrins with anger. ) The nephew of the Cardinal Perigord ? 

The same belike, who came with Perigord 

And wandered right and left to play the spy 

How such a gap was fenced, and such a hedge 

Waa left, in dearth of men, to guard itself. 

Aha I my Cardinal of Perigord, 
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With gloss of peace fou came puireying war, — 

This is Avigncm Chrialianjty : 

One favour craves another. Ho 1 jron sqnires. 

Yon, Sir, and you, with archers for your escort. 

Take up this body of the Lord Dmas, 

The nephew of the Cardinal Perigocd, 

And carry it to Poictiers on a tumbril. 

And bear it to the Cardinal Perigoid, 

And say that the Lord Edward, Prince of Wales, 

Salutes him by that token. Chandos 1 Chcmdos. Sire. 

Bl. P. (peinling elseiMte.) And who lies there ? 

CkanJet. Sir Eustache de Ritxramont. 

Bl. P. Sir Eustache de Ribaumont 7 A staunch knight, 
Tall of his hands, who pressed our father mnch, 
At Calais : (smiUi) but our father took him prisoner. 
(Enter tbc Engliih Marshals, Warwick and SuffoM 

Chandos. Your Marshals, Sire. Bl. P. Where is the King of France ? 
WaraAck. We know not of a certainty, but deem 

That he is dead oi taken. This we know 

That none hath left the battle like the King. 
Bl. P. Go, Warwick, with you Cobham, ride a-field 

And bring what news crops up with brief delay. 
(Eicnnl.— Scene shifti). 
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ACT IV. SCEIfE V. 
Al Poidicn— wkh the DivisioD of Ihe Viiag of Fisim.— K. John : hit fiule Sod 
Philip : Chafgny* cLc 
K". John, How goes the day, De Chargnj ? Ckargny. Sire, but ill. 
K. John. Maintained they not our order as devised 

By Eustache de Ribaumont ? Chargny. Sire, they did, — 
So bears the messenger. K.John. How happed it then? 
Chargny. Sire, briefly thus. The picked three hundred I,ajices, 
Left on their steeds to ride the archers down 
And cut through Bt all hazards to the Prince. , . . 
K. John. What did these Lances 7 Chargny. Briefly, Sire, they died. 
K. John. Med sans achieving anything ? Chargny, They fell. 
Hemmed in the narrow lane, and from both flanks 
Riddled 1^ archers, tangled in the vines. 
Riddled by archers still, their horses pierced. 
And hilling with their kicks of agony 
Those who pressed on behind ; the knights themselves 
Shot through their armour-joints, or lying prone 
Hnrled hata their maddeoed chat^rs. Your two Marshals 
Rode in the place of honour and chief risk. 
But D'Andrehen beneath his slaughtered steed 
Fell to some scuUion-Bichec at the ontset, 

Paf 111- 



Digilizcdt, Google 



EDWARD, THE BLACK PRIUCB. Ad IV. 

And Clermont. X. J. What of Clennont? Ch. Valiant 

Clennont 
Chained through the lane mid archers, throu^ the rioes 
Mid other archers, through the men-at-arms 
UnlU he met. ... K. J. The Prince ? Ch. No, John of 

Chandos, 
With whom it seems he had some fence of words ; 
Dnring the truce of Cardinal Ferigoid, 
Over one same device vrhich each was bearing. 
The Holy Vii|;in broideied in a sunbeam, 
When Clennont threatened, " but for this curst truce 
That stands to-day between us, I would prove 
The lie of it upon your recreant body. " 

K. John. And John of Chandos, what said he to this ? 

Chargny. " Fine words, my Lord of Clermont 1 this curst truce. 
As now you daie to call it, ends to-morrow. 
And you will find me ready in the place 
Which brave men choose in battle, waiting you," 
With other snch-like words. K. John. And what said Chandos, 
When Clermont burst upon him in the fight? 

Chargny. Why briefly. Sire, he killed him. And meanwhile 
The men-at-arms you bade unhorse themselves 
Followed the picked three hundred to the lane 
Where they (oo met the arrows, like the lightning 
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For swiftness and sure death, and to Iheii [eetb 

R^ed one, who bore the aims of James of Audle7 

And with him four knights more, who tore our flanks 

As though (hey had been lions and we sheep 

Until our men. ... ^/. Ha? Ck. Briefly, all were kiUed. 

Or driven, huddled, on the "battle "led 

By the most puissaot Duke of Norraandy. 
K.John. And what did he ? Ckargny. Advanced to the attack. 

With all his Banners, knights and men-al-anns, 

To take this deathly Audley and cut down 

These rascal archers, who had spitted us ; 

When. ... K. J. Quick, when what? Ch. When just as 
those, who reeled, 

From Audley's sweeping longsword and the bows. 

Into the ranks of our prevailing Duke, 

Bred him some small confusion, on his flank 

There swept down hill a flood of English knights 

With archers on light hackneys, riding on 

To mask the avalaocbe with storms of arrows, 

And dashed into his heart. K.J. The Duke, what did he ? 
Charpiy. The Duke, with some eight hundred of his best — 

Got safe away, and rode toward Chavigny, 

With him the Earls of Poictiers and Touraine. 
K, John ( grinding his lalK). The Cowards. 
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Duke PAH. Father, do not make ns fl 

Bui let ns fight these archers and (his Audley, 
And kill them foi our honoui's sake and France. 

K. /ohn. Th&t was mj son. Philip, you shall not fly, - 
But help me kill these English for the spite 
Which they have wrought this day upon our knights. 

Duke Phil. I thank you. Sire, I hold you to your promise. 

K.John, But what of all the knights and men-at-arms 

Whom the Duke left ? CK. Sire, briefly they were killed 
Or taken by the Englishmen or fled. 

K. John. Lord Robert of Duras, he told me all 
The order of the English, which he saw 
While riding with the Cardinal Perigord, 
To proffer them our mercy — hut he spake 
Nought of those knights and archers lying wait 
Behind the hill-cresl, those who flooded down 
And whelmed my son. Send me this foolish Lord ; 
Why showed he not this ambush F Ch. He is deadi 

K. John. Then send me De Ribauraont, who rode forth 
Their Older to survey and, coming back. 
Arrayed my " battles " thus. Ch. Hetooisdead. 

X. John. Briefly, all dead I But these few ambushed knights, 
Could they o'erwhelm the great host of the Duke ! 

Ckargny. Nay, Sire, 'twas John of Chandos and the Prince, 

Pae"¥>- 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



■ y, EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. 

That terrible John Chandos, he who bears 
In his own belm the hardiness of Manny 
And cunning of a Scotsman : On a sortie 
He'd dash into this army, all alone, 
Slaf half a dozen Earls, and ride safe back 
Bearing a seventh on his saddle-bow. 
But on the da^ of battle, he will watch 
In his entrenchments coldly, while you blunt 
Your claws against the strong bars of his cage, 
- And then, while yon are wondering where he is 
Who'd face a lion swoidless, out he springs 
With his "St. George for England," and your men 
Fly like the chaff before the oaken flail 
Wielded by English yeomen. To be brief. 
When the fierce chaise of knights upon the flank 
Broke up the ' battle ' of my lord, youi son. 
This glaring Chaados bade Prince Edward mount, 
Crying the day was won ; and all Ibeir knights 
Leapt on their horses straight and down they charged. 
Shouting " St. George, Guienne," to which our men 
Sent back " Montioie St. Denis " : and tbe Germans 
Advanced to aid as, but the archers shot ' 

So swiftly that the three Counts all were taken 
And those they led were Touted, and meanwhile 
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He and the Prince with Iheir "St George, Gnienne," 
And those who were beforetlme in the vines 
Rode our men down, like hul npon ripe com. 
The Prince was lieice and fearless as a lion, 
And shouted for sheer ysj, a$ he pnrsaed 
,-''And battled, with our doughtiest, to death ; 

And Chandos never lelt Mm, and the twain I 

Stafcd not for takbg xay prisoner, i 

But charged and charged and chaiged and killed and killed, 
IJke a discharge of arrows from thnr archers. 
But, Sire, here rage these English and. ... K.J. And what P 

(Charpiy5taBB««-) 
Speak, brave De Chaigny. Ch. Briefly, I am dead. 

<Diei wllh the OriHiunnie of Fnnci clutched id his hand. King John, aciiDg on 
advice given al the iKgioaiDg of the hattle, gives ordera to dismount his force, 
thongh the Black Prince uid Chandos with two thousand Lances are charging 
down on them at full speed. The crash of the onset is heard aulsidc : in a fev 
minutes, the English fool light tluir way to the King.) 

Duke Philip. Here come these English : you have promised me. 
K. John. Aye, worthy son, my only worthy son. 



DKit Philip. Quick to the right, my Father 1 this tall knight 
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Will cleave 70a with his sword. Huzza 1 he falls I 

Twas a brave stroke I (Clapi his hands.) Now, Father, to 

the left I 
(in anguish) Help I one, two, three are bearing down on you. 
(On< ilriliK tbE King's ue oat of his haod: they shout out, "Surrender, saTrender. 
ta yoQ Are a dead man : " a fiaot knjeht, Denis de Morhecque^ wedges through 
the crowd br sheer ttren^lif cryinff, '^SurrcndeTf Sire"; the King seeing him to 
be a luiiglu, says.) 
K, fehn. To whom'shall I sanender? Gentle knight. 
Show me my cousin, Edward, Prince of Wales, 
Foi with him would I parley, saw I him, 
Marhtcque. The noble Prince, Lord Edward, is not by. 

But yield lo me, and I wilt bring yon to him. 
K.John. Whoartthou? Morb. 1, Sire, Denis of Morbecqne, 
A knight of Attois, but I serve King Edward, 
Since you have banished me your reafan of France 
And aJl my lands therein have forfeited. 
K. J. {giving his gauntltt). Knight of Morliecque, We yield Ourselves 
to thee. 
We praj thee, bring Us to the Prince of Wales. 
(A crowd of EngLifh rtuh apon him crying out-) 
" Say, Sire, that yoii were prisoner to me. 
Before this linight of Artois thrust between us t " 
(K. J. is coofused and heniates ; the crowd, recovering from theu sorprise, close 
round him, forctog him away from Holbccque, who eiposlolatei.) 



Digilizcdt, Google 



E DWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE. Aet IV. 

Mori, I took him. nt vnce. Nay, I took him. ami. Nay, 'twas I. 

Farriter taming up. Why not each have a piece of him, for you 
will have him to pieces shoitly I Theo can one, flourisUng a 
stocking-fall of bleeding flesh, claim "I took his leg," attd 
another, with a cuirassfhl of guts, " I Cook his belly, which, as 
all know, is chief of the body." 

K. John. I pny you, stiive not, sirs, but lead us two. 
With what of gentle courtesy you may. 
Unto our cousin, Edward, Prince of Wales, 
And bll not out tutent the taking of us, 
Foi we are gieat enoi^h to make all rich. 

Foraifr. You might be the King of France himself by the royalty of 
your promises. I promise you it will want a long purse to 
make all rich, if boasting after the blood's dry gives a claim of 
capture. Why, by the end of the day, hell have as many 
captors as there be Englishmen alive. 

<Aft«- bemg; appeued for avrbil*, th?y ataTt agiun.) 

Ut voice. I took the Lord. inj. Thou liest. liA I will smile thee. 

(EaKt Warwick uid Cobham on iHcIr gnU chargen, headiDg a party of knigjiti 

IVanaiirt [sterafy). Good men, what strive ye for? Why this db- 

Faralir. The striving. Sir, is over a game-cock Lord who could not 
crow h^her if he were King of France. He uid his son be 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



i#r, EDWARD, THE BLACK PRINCE 

prisonei^, and more than ten there be, both knights tuid 
sqaires, who challenge the taking of them. Who did talce him 
and who did not, I cannot make clear, beyond that I was 
one of them that did not : in sooth I know not, if I be not 
the only one that did not take him — if words connt. It did 
seem like that they woold take him to pieces, bat now haply 
they have left him in one, thinking to sell him better by the 
caccase than by the joint. 
Wdr^ffick. Peace, knave 1 jest not on an anointed King. 

(a King /ohn) Paidon his vileness. Siis, I bid you all, 
I'lhe Prince's name, on peril of your lives, 
Stand back, and still this riot, nor approach 
Neaiei his sacied person, save I bid. 
(Tbe crowd disperu- Warwick and thou with liim dbmouat and dc 
rerereiice to the King), 

JC. /bhn. We know yon by yoar banner, Warwick's Earl, 
Marshal of En^and, and we yield to you. 
We chai^ yon bring us to the Prince or Wales. 
(Enunt oconii^ tula. Then ForotcT ud oihcn conu Torward.) 

Farater. An' I had known him for tbe King, I hod kept hhn as 
I have kept the Earl's deer, the King's ordnance, and the 
living of London. There is nothing so deadly as your body 
dead of the Plague, and I, that kept such off, might wdl 
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have dealt with a labble disputii^ the spoik, for whicb like- 
bhood is that some one else had done the Hghtiog. Then had 
I been Sir Robin Fotesler — knighthood hghtly woa, though 
they make no knights for fighting the Plague, a mightier 
potentate than the King of Fiance, and not one that can be 
overthrown in battle. When I go down in the battle, I think 
I shall never have ridden a horse save him I rode to his paddock 
when I took him out of the dead-cart, and not often he or I had 
the leisure. Ooe thing, Robin, for coming out of piison a knave 
costs less than a knight, and a Kii^. — Oh I Lord. 

(Prepivcs Co [o out, but meets archcn, each of them leading five or 9je FteAch 
Imighis and rioblet) 

11/ Archer, How much for an-^arl. Forester? 

Forester. I know not : French Eails Stuff the market, Mary knows 
how many brace of lliem i and French knights— they may he 
had like latks — by the siring. Now if it were a good Engbsh 
archer ; but then there has been no archer to be ransomed 
ever since my lord Edward came to these parts : for no 
Frenchman dares look a long-bow so close in the face as 
to lay hands on it. Vou shall sell (hem, I fear, at their 
fighting price. 

Archer. And what is that 7 

Ftrtster. Not more than one-sixth part of a bowstring — and this 
by the judgment of heaven. 

(Eieiun.— Smoc tluftsj 

/■apt 146. 
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ACT TV. SCENE VI. 
<B1. P.'s red psvilion od tlw Battlefield ; the Bluet Prince in it. Enter Chandoi. 
Bl. P. Has Wirwick galloped back yet ? CAajfrfai. No, my Lord. 
Bl. F. Does any know how James of Audley fiues? 
Tzuo knight!. Siie, he lies sorely wounded, not fir hence 
Unlaced upon a litter. Bl. P. Do you go. 
And whisper soft my sonow for his Wounds, 
And, if tbey may not beiu him without hurt, 
Myself mil haste to lovfc him where he rests, \ExeutU knights, 
Chandos. Like Samson's with the jawbone were his strokes. 
So said those two, and he and his four knights 
Smote in the host of Marshal D'Andrehen 
Whole companies to earth. They took nonecaptive, 
Bui smote and touted, charged, onhorsed and slew. 
(Re-enter the tiro knightfi : ttiey make obasapGe.) 
T'lvo knights. Sire, we had hardly left yon, when we spied 
A sick man's litter witii four knighls about it, 
And prone on il a fifth, with armour loosed, 
Blanched in the face, wet-bandaged and blood-itained, 
Whom, by the shield and helmet at his feet, 
We knew for Audley's Lord : then spake we low. 
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" The Prince of Waks, Sir, 's first care is to see you. 

He craves to have your litter Iiome to him, 

Bui if 'twere venturesome, he comes to you." 

To which he bade us answer reverent, 

" Ah, Sirs 1 I tbanlt the Prince out from my heart 

For yeanling to so poor a if night as me. " 
Bl. /*. Thought humble and true-knightly, for he is 

Not poor in worth, in honour, or in goods. 
7W knights. Then called he eight, his servants ; and they bear h 

With short steps, for compassion of his wound. 

But us he bade ride fast with his true service. 
(EDt« Audlcr, bnneona Litter by eight letvanB weuiug his tudge: with the 
brolber. the Icurknigbu, andotben : the Prince iiis« him mhiiarms,k 
him arid saying). 
BI. P. Sir James of Audley, welcome, love and honour 1 

Great worship is your right, for by your hands ' 

This day have you renown above us all 

And name of the most valiant. Audley. Ah, Sire, 

You say this of your princely gradousness : 

I would it were so ; what few feats I might, 

What perils I did front, were love for you. 

And in fiilGlment of my cherished vow ; 

Wherefore they should not come in count for fame. 
BL P. Sir James, that yon were Roland of us all 
Pattxfi. 
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In all this day, is history by now. 

And that, unhatassed by account of cost, 

You may climb up the spendthiift path of fame 

I take you for my knight again, with pay 

Five hundred maiks, in gold, of yearly lent 

Secured upon my heritage in England. 
jluttiey. Sire, humble thanks. God grant I may deserve 

Your favour and your bounty. Pray yon now 

Dismiss me to my lodging. I grow weak. 
{He is carried ouL— Enitr Wanriri Cohham, and suite, escorting Kipg John, Duke 
Philip.Jamesof Bourbon, John D'Arlois, the Earls D'EsIampes. Damaitin, 

"Ths Prince made a low reverence to the King, and caused wine and splcH to 
bebnmghl : and lie lerred IheKing himKlf in sij(n ofgreal Lave."-'Froiss«t.) 

£i. J'. Welcome, brave Cousin 1 reverence, great King 1 
And welcome you, great Lords of each degree I 
Please you to grace our supper with your presence ? 

(Leads King John and iheie great Lords to one table; other Lords, knights 
and squires are conducted Co other tables ; " The Prince always served the 
King very humbly, and would not at at the King's table although he requested 

the King was."— FrMssart.) 
BI. P. Nay, Sire, I have not nobleoess to sit 
In presence of so great a Prince as you. 
But Cousin, Site 1 for God's sake lose not cheer. 
Although your will was not fulfilled this day. 
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The King, mj father, will on you bestow 
All honour that he can, and treat with you 
So gently that you shall be friends for life. 
And, though the battle be not as you wish, 
Yet ought you to rejoice, for you have gained 
The bigh renown of prowess, and surpassed 
All others in youi host this day in valonr. 
And, Sire, I say not this in mockery, 
For all our knights, who saw the deeds of all. 
Will bear me out ajid give you palm and chapleL 

lyAtidrehen. True knightly speech 1 fair knightly reverence ! 
Great hero may this English Edward prove 
If God preserve his life to persevere 
In such good courage, conduct and good fortune. 

K.John. Prisons confine not, fetters cease to gall, 
Where the fresh air of courtesy comes in 
With the green fields of freedom in its breath. 
And pity lends her balm. How rate the leech 
Who hath the skill to heal and soothe the wounds 
Dealt by Misfortune to a proud, high heart I 
Thou art that leech, fair Cousin. Thou hast salved 
The deepest wound her biting shaft can [nerce. 
The loss of liberty, when liberty 
Is crowned and hath for ktogdoin joyoos France. 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



VI- EDWARD, THE BLACK PRtflCE. 

Cou^D, if I had stood, as now thou standest, 
King of a battlefidd, if thou hadst fallen 
A captive to the valoui of my knights, 
As we have fallen to thy mighty English, 
The many to the few, it would Save swelled 
My joy to greet thee, as thou greetedst me — 
As Dear as other knight might hope to come 
To that most perfect chivatiy— conitesy 
Which thou hast won as thou dost win all else. 
And now, good night 1 May Fortune, saving France, 
Shine on thee in one long unbroken summer. 
Each day discoveitng some new exploit. 
And dosing in each eve with rose reflectiOQ 
Of true knight's courtesy and woman's ruth. 
(Scene SiuSa\ 
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ACT IV. SCENE VII. 

Si Manin's Hill, CanUrbuiy, 5l Manin's Church close on [he right : in the beck- 
giound H view of the Cathedral, with Chiia Church und St Augustine's 
Monasteries.— There is a Crowd of monks, citiiens, iouhutt men, and marineis 
of the Cinqueport of Fordwich.— Enter, condng from thw landing at Sandmcb, 
the Black Piisce on a hlack pony, with King John, hia prisooei, an a great whic« 
charger, also little Philip and olheiprisoaeis, guarded byinanykniehtsandiiieo- 
u-arm^— A hlare of cnnipcts and huz?as of the populace). 

Bl. P. Captains, command a halt : the march from Sandwich 
Is fouiteeo miles, arid these long Keatish hills 
Break-up array. In meny England here 
The weaiy of our host can fall behind — 
No fear of iinibush from half-hearted French 
Who foxed before our front : but I should shame 
To pass before St Thomas, who preserved us 
In order that would shame us, had we now 
To march before my father. 



iir lohes, Simon Islip, AnfabLihop ot 
and Che Mafoi. etc.) 



IsUf. Pious SOD, 

Most noble, puissant and victorious Prince, 

Welcome and gratitude and reverence 

From Holy Mother Church, and from all England. 
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Mayor. Most noble, puissant and victorious Prince, 

Welcome to this most ancient loyal citf. 
Bl. P. Thaoks, Father, and most loyal burghers, thanks. ' 
Islip. And, you, most valiant King — Our noble Prince 

Will pardon thus much treason, if we welcome 

And promise you our grief for your misfortunes. 
Mayer. The citizens of Canterbury, Sire, 

King Edward's most loyal subjects and trne men. 

Saving their duty to their liege the Kong, 

Desire to tell you, what the Lord Archbishop 

Hath put in words more courtly than they use. 
JC. John. My Lord Archbishop, thanks I Good people, thanks I 

There is no knight alive, who feels defeat 

More heavy on his pride. Your youthful Prince 

Hath nipped the fruitful promise of my reign 

Like a May-lroat, but one new joy is born, 

For I have learned that Chivalry like Church 

Knows no distinction of kingdoms, but receives 

All who have sworn their oaths and worn their spurs, — 

As witness is yoor conquering Prince of Wales 

When I became his captive. Nay, two joys — 1 

For now I know the breed of Englishmen 

To fight like fiends from hell, while battle last% 

But when (hey sheathe their sword, to give a band 
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Of honest hearty fnendship to their foe. 
My Lord Archbishop, and good people, thanks. 
Islip. Son Prince, we fined oar choice to, meet you here 
Because the hjll we tread is holy ground 
To English hearts and T^rench. For here the Queen, 
The * Frank JUfig's daughter, coining into Kent 
To wed the pagan Ethelbert, Kent's Kjng, 
Had from her Lord a Uttle Roman Church 
Half-ruined in the onslaught of his fathers, 
The boasted Ash-tree's Children, men who bowed 
To Forest Gods, which she, with wounded heart 
Still bleeding at its severance &om home. 
Re-hallowed to the knightly Saint of Tours 
In memory of France. St liutbrand here 
Kept Faith's one lamp alight, till Gregory, 
Throned in St Peter's seat, recalled with love 
The little tir-haired Angles in the mart 
Who seemed to him slave-Angels, and sent forth 
Great St Augustine, father of this See, 
Wh(^ landing down at Ebbsfleet in the marsh, 
' Was granted so much grace that Ethelbert 

And all his folk confessed and were baptized. 
Twas in yon Church, — the ancient well still stands, 
• IsUp i> Dot qoit« accunu hue. 
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And still jroung lambs are gathered to Christ's fold, — 

The Ash-Cree's Son became llie Son of Christ, 

And here the Saint came oft to open Heaven, 

Even when the temple' of the false became 

The foot^ool of the tiue,— yea, moie^than that, 

E'en when the first cathedral of oar land. 

Long passed away, arose where now God loves 

That miracle of English WiUiam's art. 

Which holds the holiness of blessed Thomas, 

Please you, Sirs, Prince and King and Lords of fame, 

Noble in England, Gascony and France, 

ToiJodge in our poor palace for the night 

And oBet reverence at out wondrous shrine, 

The holiest in England, glorious 

First with our Martyr, ibe most wonder-working 

Of Saints who, in these latter sinful days. 

Like Jesus, took our flesh and wore life's chain. 

Second, with wealth of patient hnman skill. 

And third, with wealth of gifts for which Earth's great 

Have ransacked every treasure-cave of Earth, 

But, ere yon spur your horses, pray you scan 

Westward by north, to where without the walls. 

Behind the goodly tower and stately gates 
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And noble febiic of his Monasteiy, 
Angiuline's misdon ended, wheie he steeps 
With Ethelbert and Bertha and the Saints 
Who were our next foreBtthers in the See. 

Bl. P. St. Thomas is my nerei-slnmbering Saint 

Who holds his shield before me, points toy lance 

And sends a lying spirit from the Lord 

To snate my foes with pride. There will I kneel 

To pay TOf vows-in-baCtle, and my tithe 

Of victory. K. John. And I, my Lord, to pray 

The Saint, whose lovingkindness haih been shewn 

In you Eo bountifully, to bestow 

A glimmer of his countenance and light 

On my dark fbrtucteB and o'ershadowed hopes, 

Bl. P. Lead on, my Lords I And, Captains, bid our host 
Attention and advance. And when I halt. 
Til that blest spot, where, living man or dead, 
I ^n wotild halt until the Angel sounds. 

(AD file out, bcadsd by Archblibop and smtc condncting IhE Royal Paily. 
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ACT IK SCENE vm. 

At V^Ddsor '. Black Prince discovered with the Queen. 
Bl. P. Madam, my molhei, when my father dies 
I shall be King of England with the tight 
(By the indulgence of the Holy Father, 
Withheld not oft) to wed my cousin Joan. 
And therefore if my Sire, the King of England, 
Says me not nay, with right to wed her now. 
I was a boy when last yon heard this prayer, 
And yon, in gmtle jest, when I blushed, "wife," 
Lai^hed bactt, "dance oft ere It be time for that," 
Tben knew I fifteen years ; now fifteen other 
Have known me, and I oft have led the dance 
To sterner tunes thau play on maniage-bells — 
As witness Ctegy, Calais, Foictiers. 
I left you boy, I come to you a man 
ConfirmeS in those two battles of our age 
Greatest in fate of Kingdoms and in blood : 
WJtb my right hand have I redeemed the realm 
That came with Eleanor of Aquitaine, 
To my forefether Henry, and the dower 
Of my great-gtandsite Edward in Poatbieu, 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



SDIVASD, THE BLAC/C PRINCE. 

And a King's laasom — gold — three million crowns. 
Where no Princess in Christenty *d say nay 
Nor be denied by Dulte or Prince or King, — 
No, nor by Empeior, — can you, my mother. 
Deny the first fiuit of youi womb his plea ? 

Queat. I can but say vrith Sfteen years more judgment, 
That Joan ill seems the mother I shotild choose 
For unborn Kings of England, or the wife 
To feast upon the greatness of my son. 

Bl. P. Excepting for the great lore of your son. 
That wooed this lady sixteen years before, 
And woos her, these years after, siiteen-fold. 

Queiti. Besides, I do remember, she bemoaned 

That, though she loved you dearly as a cousb. 
There ran between yoa, deep, her father's blood. 
Shed [he was in the reins of Mortimer], 
By your Sire, (she sees his aslonishmeal) Seems you c 

BL P. Ah, Mother, no : but that which nm so red 
Mayhap by tears of years is washed out quite. 
I wooed her a spring maid, my ^resC fair ; 
And now she is a widow and more &iir 
Even tlian in her primrose-sheen of youth. 
So flowery is her summer, full of sun 

Pagt is»- 
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Tempered witb leal; dells and moss; banks. 
Queen. Well, liear your suit's confutal from her lips ; 

I will go hence and she shall come to you. 

(Exit Queen. Enter Jdui aloou imoediateEy.) 
Bl. P. Sweet Joan I Joan. O welcome, welcome, cousin-Prince. 
Bt. P. As prince, or cousin, or that unnamed more ? 
Joan. As what more could it be (ban Prince and cousin? 
Bl. P. Joan, you are free. Joan. I will not fence with you ; 

Yoo mean that I am widowed, S!. P.'XfoiiA- To be frank t 
(They hesitate imd are slleiit -. he resume*-) 
Bl. P. Joan cannot have torgotleo (hat her love 

Filled the horizon of my boyish years, 

And how I yearned to spouse her on the eve 

Of my firsl spurs. Mine is do Mayfly's love : 

For sixteen harvestH have we reaped since then. 

And more than once, when wheat was trampled down, 

Harvests of men who trampled it. The year 

I ranr nt doubt ; for erc that summer southed 

I was a belted knight and Cre^ won. 

When fiist I blushed my suit you pleaded boyhood. 

Then hopes of high alliance witb the breed 

Of Emperor or King, to yield my Sire 

The honour thence accruing or more men 
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To fight his waiG in France, and then yoa passed, 
Urging your brief less glibly, to pre-contract 
And love already gladdened with the valour 
Of him who, after winning in our quarrel 
Some score of bloody combats and pitched battles. 
Now hears the merry clash of mail no mote. 

JiKUt. Aye, and I flew to wed htm, when he homed. 

Victorious, from France. Bl. Pj But there was more 

In what you pled not than in what yoa pled ; 

You added to my molher. . . . Joan. That the blood 

or my good martyred bther, deep and red 

Surged between me and one whose blood was drawn 

From him whose sienet sealed my father's death. 

Bl P. But yet you suffertd me to be God-sire 

To your first " man-child borne into the world." 

Joan. No river but is bridged by Time and Will. 

Bl. F. What bridged the ocean of a father's blood? 

Joan. The bridge of cousin's love and woman's worship 

For manhood in proved hero. Bl. P. Was this all? 
Know yon what runioor whispered ? — That this bridge 
Was not my coosin Joan's but Bishop Durham's 
Who, privy that my quarry was your love 
And that my mother, when I hawked therefore, 
Whistled me back, was mindfiil that the Church 
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Mikes Godsires more than kin, and laid Itiis lime 
To hold me past release, that I mi^t never, 
Not tho' you were the widow of a score 
(For men do die, and young and tender wives 
Take consolation of their widowhood) 
Be licensed to the love of her who shines 
My nurroui of fair women in the world. 
Joan {a new Hght dawning en her). And now I mind me that he 
preached the sin 
Of nnrsing IVom the lather to the child 
An unforgiven injury, and harped 
On milk and honey of forgivingness 
And ' ' brethren dwelling together in unity " — 
And 'twas a warlike prelate, as well schooled 
In wielding arms of Heaven for the Scots 
As laying hands of Heaven on his flock. 
So inch by inch the pool of blood dried up 
Beneath the sunshine of fot^vingoess. 
Until its stain would cheat the heedless eye. 
And then he prayed me consecrate the peace : 

How I had answered such in other days 
I know not, but when woman yet a girl 
Hath scarce won back the health and active wont 
Of girlhood from the birlh of her first-born. 
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Her manckiid {ski sntilt!), a child's yieldingness, a dew 

Of loving-kindiiess rests upon her life, 

And this more perfect honeymooa the Bishop 

Converted to his use. Bl. P. By aU thc'Sdnts, 

These politic church-militants will burst 

Our ancient church, as new wiue bursts old skins. 

Sans the new outwork, which this roan of— war 

Hath cast up in the night against my siege. 

Your garrison — it would have taken terms J 

For this one capture have I coveted 

On land and sea, in throes of every fight. 

On bed of fever and on couch of wounds. 

'Mid smiles of Earth's most queeolj, smiling love 

To conquer France's conqueror, one image 

Spellbound my eyes ; the vows I sware as boy 

Have grown, as 1 have grown to a strong knighl. 

/ean. Truce to all counterfeit and subterfuge 1 

Sweet Coz, T love you. You have conquered me 
As well as France. You need but choose your terms. 
And I as captive must perforce subscribe. 

Bl. P. Then, sweet heart, you would wed me, frowned there not 
This second wall the crafty bishop built ? 

Joan. In faith. ' SI. P. In laith you shall The Holy Pope 
Is VJ^ of St Peter apon earth, 
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And holds his keys — and therefore cbo unlock. 
Jean. Mayhap he will not £L P. Will not is no word 
For prisoners at Atignon. The Pope 
Will not gainsay so good a Catholic 
Being so good a conqaeror. Joan. Well, Coz, 
St Peter keeps my answer — for mjseU 
111 love you, honour you, obey 'you, tender . , . 
But I am old, a widow, and with children — 
No mate for England's hdr, the listed lord 
Of Europe's royallest daughters, the bright sun 
^ Of aU the Northern Heavens. Bl. P. But my love, 
> Is like an oak-tiee planted in my youth, 
\ Oi image of the Vit^n worn in battle, 
, Oi changeless stkr of eve that guides the sailor. 
\And as you ever reigned my heart's one queen 
Vou shall rdgn Queen of England — an' 1 live. [Curtam Falls. 
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Att V. 

SCENE T. 



Bi. P. News from Castile, my Lords. tAc Kii^, Don Pelei, 
Wiites fioBi CiKUBDa Castle, where he ties. 
Deserted by his Barons save De Castio, 
In straits of want and misei}'. The Bastard — 
What with the Pope and France »nd Am^n 
The Companies and Du GuescHn's leadership — 
Has thrust him from the coyaulme of Castile^ 
Wherefoie he craves Our pity and appeals 
That We as Chiistian prince shoald eot sit by 
While bastards poll down heirs and climb their thrraiM^ 
But should afford the rightful beir tbe aid 
" To vrin the grace of God and all the world," 
This reached as by Altantara's Grand Master, 
And for its grave import we [:aUed to council 
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Our Seoeschal and Constable, who juiced 
To send the King due escort to come here 
And answer as in CounciL We despatched 
Our Constable and frmt knights in twelve ships 
With complement of niea-at-anas and archeis. 
Against iheir coming We would Ghaie f onr mind. 
Ca/ntetue. We hare -a piorerb. Sire, " grasp much, hold little." 
Already is no monarch in the world 
More honoured or renowned : you hold grea.t Isjids 
In rest aad peace, with such lo\id fame in arms 
That no Icing at this present far or near 
WouH braTe yonr anger. Therefore it behoves 
Content you with what enemies you have. 
What we say more, we mean not of ill-will. 
But we doubt not Don Peter haugbty-minded, 
With all the evil wonts of cruelt]' ; 
For many ill deeds in his realm he mought. 
And tnani valiant men without just cause 
He did to death : and so by villuny 
Is he disthroned and put out from his realm. 
And moie, he is the Church's enemy, 
Anathema'd hy Holy Father Pope, 
And hath been noted as a tyrant long. 
And ever, without reason, hath oppressed 
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And wBired upon and striveo to distealm 
His weaker neighbours, instance Anagoo. 
And through his realm 'lis currenl, that his wife 
Your coQ^n, Bourboc's child, died no (air death. 
Wherefore, Sire, deem his present suffering 
God's chastisement to warn all Christiui kings 
That they be ware and sin not as he hath. 
SI. P. We doubt not. Sirs, your loyalty in coflnsel. 
And we are conversant with this king's life 
And of the violent deeds which bred bis fall ; 
Now will we pass to make ytHi conversant 
With that which moves our aid. For lust, no bastard 
Should hold a realm in heritage des^te 
Its king and just inheritor ; and this 
No king nor prince should suffer not ignore, 
In that it saps the dignity of kings : 
And second, that we have been long allies 
By great confederations, and be is. 
But for the blighting of that English rose 
Our UEter, by ' The Death,' Oui wedded brother. 
And therefore are We bound to lend him aid 
Requires he or desires it Capitmiie. Honoured Sire, 
* To raise is not so easy as lo M : 

To fall was tasj with his people ready 
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To &11 awa^ sad leave him nithout prope ; 

And then his brother leapt upon his back. 

But Henry's throne is founded in the hearts 

Of all Castile, ivhence follows that his throne 

Will not be rooted ont without much blood. 

We do not doubf your power, to down the one 

And crown the other, but remains to prove 

Whether ihis evil prince be worth the blood 

You'll spurt in tiampUug down Castile, and oil 

Whom the stout knight Du Guesclin brings to aid. 
Bl. P. Aye, thereyoH have my third, for this Du Guescliu, 

The stoutest knight in France, lights Fruice's war 

In wirming Spain from England's side to his. 

We must teach these French linights that our allies 

Are sacred as ourselves. This war in Spain 

Is war by France on England, waged in Spain. 
(Ento Feltoo and the other fijiii Imighla.) 
Fclion. Mj Lord, the South-west bound us at Bayonne 

Close on four days, and just as it gave hope 

Of veering as we listed, it bore in 

The galley of Don Peter whom we sought j 

Whereon we hoisted sail ere it was spent 

And Sew npon its last wings to Bordeaux. 

The king lies, till your pleasure, in bis ship. 
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And prayed us use all haste to bring jon tidings 

And his most hnnible seivice. Bl, P. Good, Sii Tbonts '. 

Now show our Earls and Barcois and Wise-men 

The vdn in which Don Peter bath discoursed. 
FdioH. Most noble : first he makes ; oui sou. Lord Edward, 

King of Gallida ; second, all the wealth 

He left ID Spain, safe-sealed in secret vaults 

Known to none else, whereof he coutd not ship 

The thirtieth part, he gives between as all. 
Et^l. and Com. Lords. Spoken most noblj, mark of a true prince. 
Cafitmoe. I like it better now he pays the scot. 

For though you venture life and liberty, 

I see no call for you to waste your own 

For bringing of another lo his own. 
King of Gallicia— Spanish gold for us 

Is quid pro quo for perils of the war. 
Fdttm. Besides it ^ves the Companies their keep. 
Cafitoiiie. And pays oar bill for striking at the Frencb 

Through their ally — and it will please you. Sire, 

To teach Da Guesclin a new Etiglish dance 

Like that he had at Auray from Sir John. 
Bi P. Now of our men. The Companies, we hear, 

Have taken service with th« enemy. 
Chemdes. Saving your worship, Hugh of Calverley, 
Faf'fA- 
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EusUche d'Ambreticoart, and more, the best. 

Have taken service just so long as yoa 

Dispense theii services. Men pressed me too 

(Do Guesclin, la<e my captive above all) 

To join with pay of duke^ — nay prince — ^all^Bg 

That this wai not rail war but like the fead 

Of Blois and Montforl, which the French and Englisk 

Were fi-ee to press, their treaty aotnithstandiog. 

But I swore nay, foreseeing hurt to England 

If Henry, leaning oa the French, put down 

Fetei, wbo looked lo England; and Euslache, 

Hugh Calverley, and others bound tbemselvca 

Only until your standard was unfurled. 
BL P. And — pleased (he cause, my Lords of Aquitaiae, 

Could you not set afield a nugbty host ? 
lyAlbret. 1 have a thousand spears would follow me. 
Bt. P. Good, my Lord, good ; I take tiem in my pay 

From this. 2nd Ltird. And I four hundred, four score speais. 
yd Lord, Aad I a hundred three score, ^h Lord. I a hundred. 
Bl. P. Good, ray Lords, good ; 1 t^e them all to pay. 
CafUonie, Will yoa not have your Sire's consent and counsel ? 

So were you doubly stronger ; for his aid 

Would follow his consent, and such of us 

As hang 6ie dow, wotikl leap into tiie front 
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Iflhey were fifliling for the Kint> of EDglaod 

And not for King Don Peter of Ca*tile. 
ZfAlbrtL Be prayed, Sjie. When King Edwird tends his jnea. 

The Lords of Aquitaine will meet in council 

Ai>d make you answer thM shall matcli your hopeb. 
Bl. P. Lords, you say well. Do yoa. Sir De Ia Wan, 

Sir Hely and Sir John of Pumier^ 

Sir Nigel Lorinf, boldyourseirprepand 

To take Our greetings to Om Sire in Engkni 

For counsel and consent, when We Ourselte* 

Have seen Don Peter. Now miist W-e bestil 

To welcome King Don Feler to Bordeaux. 

We ptay jrou lend Us, Sirs, your noble presence 

TYat We may meet the King in prinoely state. 

IBladi Fikcs and CbieT Lnrdi pw out. —Sobs shifts.) 

ACT V. SCENE IT. 

Tke FarlSsKeiil it Bonleui.— AucBbled cbe Eark, Ttscowu*. Bstoh cod Wiv 
Bcn of Aquiiaioe. ~ Eater the Black Prince, Don PeIci, Chandes, PeJcoa, 
Arvapiw:, Poinias, CapJUve, D'Albret, && 

Bl. P. My Lords, We have our news by the four knights : 

Please you to hear them from Our Senesclial ? 
JfAlbnt. Welhankyou, Sire, and knd him all our ears. 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



Sam* II. EDWARD, THE SLACIC PSItfCE. 

BL P. TioceeA, Sir Senesc^ial. Cia>id*s. My Lord the Prinocv 
Earig, BaioDs, and Wise-oieii of Aqnitaiue, 
Vour messengeis fend thus : a fail South wind 
Convoyed them ta SonthampIOD, sans dehy, 
Wheie resting one day they lode on to Loudon, 
Found the King passed to Windsor, rode to Windsor 
And met with merry welcome as was meet 
For snch a Prince's heralds, and such koigbts. 
Their letter they presented, snd the King 
Considered it in brief^ and then dismissed theia 
To their much-needed lodgiog, promising, 
With due haste, Lonls and Wise-men of his CouncO 
To aiitw« it — wherewith they left well- pleased 
And rode next 6af to London, and the Kiug 
Followed them with the chiefs of his Great Couocil, 
To Westnunster : these lords were the DuIm John, 
the Earls of Saliihoiy, Aiundel ar>d Mann^, 
Eail Percy, the Lord Gobbam, lh« Lord Nevil 
And Bishops Lcddon, Unoohi, Winchester, 
Who held long counsel on the Prhtce's letter. 
Until >11 evenly agreed as thns — 

" Edward the King of England, Laid of Ireland, 
And Duke of Aquitaine, with the assent 
Of bi< Great Coundl herenalo asaembled, 

PVT- 
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To Edward, Priooe of Wales ind Aquiline, 
The Dnke of Cornwall aod the Earl of Chester, 
And to all Eails and Lords of Ac^uitaine, 
We, in the name of Gcd and of St Geotge, 
Charge jou to undertake to reinstate 
The King, Don Peter, on his tiiroae of Spain,— 
Which wTongTuUy liis brother, the bold bastard. 
Math reived bota liiia and I&lsely thrust him out. 
We charge you Ibus iox certain aadeot treaties 
Between us aod Our Cousin of Castile 
To aid him when need came ; We farther chaise 
All you. Our subjects or the friends of England, 
To counsel and to aid the Prince Our son 
As though we were Ourselves in Aquitaine." 
This is the King's despatch. God save the King. 
lyAlbrrt. To speak, Sire, for us all, we shall obey 

The King's commands and yours most cheerfully. 

For to you both obedience we owe 

Which we will pay, and in this enterprise 

Serve you and King Eton Peter. One thing more, 

To lead a host abroad is no light thing, 

Aod we would know who pledges.us our charges. 

For money marches men. Bt. P. Vou hear. Sire King, 

The answer of Our Lords : 'tis your a^ir. 
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Dott Peltr. Dear Cousin, and high Loids of Aqniuine, 

I have but shipped the thirtieth of my hoard — 

Tis yours to the last piece ; and for the rest 

It is all i^ucs, whenever jrour good svrords 

Have hewn a path for me to where it lies, 
Bl. P, Sire, yon say well ; and for this rest will I 

Become your bail and pay them as requires : 

This will 1 lend jou and what more we need 

Till we embrace Castile. D. Peter. High-minded Prince, 

Your kindness be^ars thanks, I hoard my thanks 

Till I can pay with something more than thanks. 
Capitowe. Sire, one thii^ yet. The Earl D'Armsgnac, 

The Lord of Pumiers, Sit John of Chandos 

And others grey in war, are one with me 

That we must hold our venture, till we win 

By force, or gratitude for gain to come. 

The fbi-King of Navarre, for he commands 

The pass across the moontajns we must take — 

No less than Roncesvalles, and rumour grows 

That he has seen the Bastard. Chandos. Sire, ordain 

A Cotmdl at Bayonne and bid him to it. 

If he comes, well — and if he comes not, well — 

Navarre in flames wilt Under us much less 

Than a Navarre with smouldering treachery. 
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But dnce we need more allies, not more wani 

Please ytm. Sir Thomas FeltoQ and mineself 

Will take the lion's greeting to the fox. 

And let him see the lien's half-diawn claws 

That he may choose between the [ion's pleasure 

And his displeasure. Bl. P. Yon S3.y well : you are. 

Both, sage and eloquent. You have Our brief ; 

Fiend yon Oui cause which wa; the case requires. 
Chandei. And, Sire, the Companies— Sir Hugh, Sir Eustache? 
Bl. P. Sir Thomas Felton, Our brave Constable (^Fellon bows'). 

Send Heralds privily to bear them word 

That Poictiers bares its standard at Bordeaux. 
(Exit iIk Black PriiicCiMowal by his ■nitewu! the PuliamcDtinccremmuJ order.— 



ACT V. SCENE III. 



D'Arm. It hath been told me, Sire, that you are wroth 
Against my nephew, D'Albret, beyond bound, 
Anent a letter on some men-at-arms. 

BL P. Yes, I am wroth. Is he the country's master, 
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That he aboiil<3 spam Qui Council's ordinance 7 

lyArm. No, nor he never claimed to be. BI. P. Well, see,— 
Our Seneschal and Constable have muraiured 
At what our expedition threats to cost, 
Saying 'twill dry our checter, and what not. 
And that if go we must, so vast a hosi 
Will add lo our expense but not our strength. 
Which words we heard more willingly, believing 
Our one worth three ot Henry's. We had levied 
More than enoQgh for this our minished host , , . 

IXAmt. The first men levied were the Lord D'Albiet's, 
And therefore should be last for leaving out. 

SI. P' True virith one eye — but then our other levies 
Except the household following of Lords 
Were " Companies." Would you the Companies 
Left to play locust on green Aquitaine ? 

Z>'Arm. Why no, my Lord. Bl. P. Nor 1. Now hear the tale. 
We sent him letters sealed with Our Great Seal, 
Which ran thus {rtads a cofy)—" Sire D'AIbret, of Our own will 
But looking at the greatness of Our bait. 
And at the chafes taken on Ourselves 
For strangers in Our service, and the numbers 
Of Free Companions, whose multitude 
Hath waxed so that We dare not leave them here 
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Lest perils should ensue ; and looking liitther 
To guarding of Om land when We are gone — 
Foe baling of its soldiers were not wise — 
It is ordained of Us and of Out Council 
That you shall find Us in this enterprise 
But lenscore spearmen, and (he rest discharge. 
And thus God keep joa. Given at Bordeaux 
This seventh of Decemba"." Says the Herald, 
He read it and then read it through again 
As one too much astonislied with its words 
To trust his eyes : and then he whitened wioth. 

VArm. Even in things of beauty we detect 

The biranisb first — or daied with the affront, 
He had his eyesight blinded to the cause. 

Bl. P. His anger blinded him to courtesy. 

For he gnashed out " How is it my Lord Prince 
Dares trifle with me thus, that he should bid me 
Discharge eight hundred spearmen, knights and squires 
Whom I have held thus Img to his command. 
And hindered from a hundred other profits ? " 
And theu he called his clerk and bade him write — 
" Sire, I am much amaied at this your letter, 
Nor know well bow I ought — nay how I can 
Reply to you therein. Great prqudice 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



Sen* in. EDWARD. THE BLAQK PRINCE. 

And shame is mine and all my company's 

Retained at your own instance and command. 

For ther are all apparelled to four service. 

And I have hindered them unknown how oft 

From taking i»v5t, where it waited Ihem. 

And some of them wece bound for overseas 

To Prussia and Byiantium, and some 

E'en to Jerusalem (as knights and squires 

For their advancement will), all who, as I, 

Are much astonished and yet more displeased 

At being put on thus, and I the most 

As lost to know how I deserved such thanks. 

And, Sire, take warning, that I am not sure 

Of any tenscore of them — if the whole 

Be once divided — I am least of all— 

If any stay, I judge that all will stay. 

God keep you in his saf^uaid." Did ears ev^ 

Hear such from loving subject to his Prince ? 

Was ever such presumpdon, such . . . ? L^Arwi. My Lord ! 
Bl. P. By God it shall not go, as he forecasts. 

Let him keep back all thousand if he will I 

We trust God, We can fit an enterprise 

Without my Lord of Albret's thousand ^)eir& 
ChanJes {to Bl. F. aside). Sire, Sire, yoa know these lords d Gascony 
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But skin-deep, oor how ptond (hey ate, nor yet 

How hollow is th^ love and ever hath been. 

For mind you not how haughtily they went. 

When John of France waE broi^ht into Bordeaux, 

Boasting him talcen by their aid alone 

And keeping you in treaty those four months, 

Ere you could ship the Kiog with their goodwill ? 

And then you bought theii love. Bl. F. Well well. 
Chandos {aside to Armagnac). My Lord, 

Honey your nephew, Voor Plantagenets 

lU-brook defiance, and, if they be fired. 

Are cnie! and rtgardless of the loss 

Recoiling on their heads from thdr levenge. 

The Prince is true Plantagenet, arid wills 

His will to be the law within his realm. 

Then, is he fiill of [uincely courtesy, — 

No prince alive so graced, and prodigal 

Of favour and rewards beyond a dream. 
D'Arm. {/f Chundes). Whate'er a Gascon lacks, his wit's at borne 

He knows the hand whose blade knocks up the point 

Slipped past his guard. I will apprise my nephew 

The detriment he courts, {lo Bl. F.) She 1 my Lord Prince, 

My nephew is ill-counselled : when his heat 

Is tempered in the cooling blast of deep, 

Pag'ilt. 
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He will find spearmen, as four need requires 

And see the lest dischu^ed, M; lionoui for it. 
Bl, P. My Lord Earl of Aimagnac, we know you 

Foi one who loves ns and whose honour stands 

Crowned among princes. We accept your word. 

And count your nephew for already loyal. \_Exit D'Arm 

ChaBdos. Sire, would that from this enterprise and waste 

You could be counselled yet. Bl. P. Impossible I 

Our honour's loortgaged to it, and the world 

Would mock at our defeating our invaMon 

With cost and lack of heart, and lack of brain 

For transport and supply — Ihe feet of War. 
Cittttdoi. Hate and a nation block Don Peter's way. 
Bl, P. Aye, but a bastard sits upon his throne 
Chandas. Throned In all hearts as well as in hb palace. 
Bl. P. Well then, uproot him, hearts and all. Felim-. The cost . . . 
Bl. P. The cost's our Ereatesl enemy, Felloti. Then, Sire, 

Were it not best to melt, in part, the plate 

And treasures crowded in your armoury, 

And of your sire to pray the crowns, which flow 

For France's ransom ? for to wage war well 

One must pay well, with these Companions. 
Bl. P, Will not some tax or tallage P Chandes. Nay, my Lord, 

"Tis fbrdgn to your Gascon : France's kings 
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Came never 'twiit the Lords of Gascony 

And these who hold of them, Bl. P. lam ni>t French ; 

May be these Lords will h^p onfcetter manners. 
Ckandcs. Nay, nay, Siie 1 Warvith Spuiii, not Gascony. 

Would you not leave a legacy of peace 

To our fell Lady, when your sword is &r? 
Bl. P. Christ shield her. Melt it all : I send Ihis hour 

To loan the French King's ransom from my sire, 
Ckandos. Praise be to God } and now, Sire, back to joy I 

The Companies are in, twelve thousand strong 

That were in Spain, led by Sir Hugh, Sir Eustache, 

And others old in victory with you. 
Bl. P. Where lodge they ? Ch. At Basile ; hard by Monlauban 

Toulouse set on them — to Toulouse's loss. 
Bl, P. You spoke long with De Foii? Chandos. And in him. Sire, 

Found a most noble, courteous gentleman, 

Disposed well to your love— 'twas for their pillage, 

Not his disloyalty, that he denied 

The Companies tbeii passage. He hinuelf 

Will join yoQ with bis Banners, as you pass. 
Bl. P. The Companies, h()w passed they oat of Spain ? 
Ck<aidos. "Twixt Art3.goD and Foix, B^m and Fcux, 

And Catalonia and Armagnac 
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Bl. P. Sir James, hands up for peace 1 Audley. Please yon. Sire, no ; 

Swords rust iu sheaths, Tis ten years since you shone 
The star of battles with Nro aations' hosts 
Clashing lllie thnnderclouds abMit your feet. 
Arise I shine out ! and let the tempest rage 
To show the world how gtorioos, how undaonted, 
The Majesty of England, Ckandus, Brave words, Sire [ — 
But such sit well on Audley, for no words 
Could match his deeds in valonr. Well 'tis war — 
And, being war, such sharp-edged spirits as his 
Are our best armoury. Aiidlty. Dear Lord, start soon. 
Bi- P- Not yet, Sir James. A small voice pleads for peace, 
A small voice not yet bom into the world 
And when 'tis bora 'twill be bat a faint cry 
Not musical, in speech not understood. 
But till I hear it, neither gain nor glory 
Win Edward's ears. One lovely flower h«» bloomed 
Amid the swords and torches of my life. 
Fairer than wild white Lilies of St. Thomas, 
Sweeter than cloister Roses in Guiecne, 
My Princess iroin a boy, for whom I i^ted 
A weary half my life. The perilous time 
Of womanhood is on her. While her &imess 
Is pale with pain, her gentle body racked, 
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111 figbt no other enemies, DOr win 
No triumph save of her delivery. 

Audlty. Pnj you then, when we start, that I may meet 
All perils, ete they reach you, firom the Van ? 

BL P. Von emptied danger's purse at Foicliers, 

Now shall you be the tower, whereto I leave 
My Princess and her babe. Guard them like honour. 
As dearer than my life. AudUy. I swear it. Sire, 
Ajid dearer than mine own. So shall naoght pass. 
Save over my dead body, to their hurt. 

£!. P. And with them I deliver Aqaitaine 

To guard and govern ; for your loss of fame 
I give in trust my lands, my babes, my heart. 

Audley. I love the fields where Honour's bearded harvest, 
Is nodding for the hand, that dares thrust in 
And grasp it, fearless of the mowing steel. 
War is Fame's feast : he dreads not glory's hoofe 
Who once hath vaulted on the winged -steed's back ; 
And Fame crowns ; but 'tis tiosel Co your trust 
(Scene SbirtE.) 
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ACT V. SCENE IV. 

At NbthCTW with the English ontpoaB, brfbn! dawn, April jnl, 1367. In the bwi- 
gnjiuid, scarcely visible in (he darknaes^ 15 depicted the Epglish army defiling 
down a linle hill,— Forester ud anoihei pcslcd la Sealries. 

Forestir. It's mortal cold, and I'm out in the cold from my old 
prosperity. To think tliat he wbo hath kept the Earl's Deer, 
and the King's Ordnance, and, for the matter of that, the 
Plague's dead bodies, should be keeping watch, a miserable 
— wake-me-up-if-you-see-a-ghost watch. And 'lis not only cold 
luck. Talk of "Sunny Spain !" It's been a nieny making 
of wind, rain, and snow, ever since we've been Spanisheis. 

2nd Sentry. And I'm starved with hnnger too : mouldy olives, sonr 
wine, and Biscay bread are but po(» standbys for an honest 
English stomach. 

Forester. One loaf of bread for a florin, did you hear ? — A loaf of bread 
pay for a belted knight from sunrise to sunset I They say it 
waa ever so In England's wars. Not content viith lighting two, 
five, ten to one of the enemy, they hold him so cheap that they 
must needs give him hunger and disease to trim the balance. 

aw*/ Sentry. I would they'd trim my stomach ! 

Forester. Mary I it may be trimmed with Spanish steel qtiite as soon as 
you're ready. 
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2nd Sentry. How do you make that ? 

Foreiler. I think we shall fight this da;, foi there's nothing to eat while 

we wait for another. 
snd Smtry. Pra; God we do, then; steel's no sharper than hunger, 

and does its work quicker. 
Foraier. Hark t what was that? and Stntry. Trumpets. 
Forciter {reptaling the m-ders ef the d^). At the first trumpet every 
man should apparel himself, at the second be armed, at the 
third mount his horse and follow the Marshals' baimeTS 
with the penDon of St. George. This should not take us 
long. 
2ti4 Sentry. By our Lady, no. 

Forester. As to the matter of apparel, I brought only one shirt and 
breeches into Spain, and have never laid them off since. 
Order T. Obeyed before the ttumpet 1 Order II. I have only 
an iion pot and a jerkin, and have slept in them as long as 
I have worn my shirt. Order III. I never had no horses, no 
banners, no pennons, and no Georges : there' 11 be no delay in 
obeying that order. 
2nd Sentry. No, nor I. 

FoTiiter. Here be loyal subjects, who have obeyed all my Lord 
Prince's commands ere they be issued from the trumpet's 
lips, — that is, as &T as in OS lies : for t do not think we 
shall have mounted our horses when the third trumpet sounds. 
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unless thef spring from the eaith by (he Black Art. And one 

thing more, Master Fordirich. 
3nd Sttttry. What is that ? 
feresUr. On pain of death, see that you ride not before my Lords 

Maisimla, unless you have their order for it. 
a.ttd Sentry. I will be loyal yet further to the length of my Lords 

the Marshals, in their cap-i-pie armoar of proof, catching 

the stones of the Spanish slings before me in my plain jeiUn. 
fcresler. This is a good subject, whatever land of soldier he be? 

(TSe second trumpet immit.) John Fordwich, the trumpet 

sounds to arms. Bid your squire fix on your helmet. 
aaJ Sentty {with mock dignity). We have it with Us i with the enemy 

before Us, We want no squiring, 
forester. No, nor shall have it : there brays the third trumpet 

(Third Tminpel wuniU ; Eater The Black Prince, John of Gaunl. Ihe English M»i^ 
shals — Sir Gnlscard de UAngte and Sir SteptacD Cossington — Sir WiUiun 
Beauchamp, &c) 

_/■, cf Gaunl. Brother, hear more ill news. You know the havoc 

Don Tello, what with beating down the tents. 

Slaughter, and prisoners, wrought in my division ? 
^/. P. Mere night surprise, to be foreguarded better j 

But do not (hint Don Tello in the field 

Would be as bold as Tello when he skewers 

Warriors unarmed, asleep. J. of Gaunt. Would this were all : 
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Vot when we were anajed, and they drew off, 
Contented with their capCnies and their slaughtei, 
And feaiAil to encounter out whole host, 
They cune upon om Constable, who lay ' 
With tenscote Speais of England and Guienne 
Cut off in B small valley — and set on 
With their "Castile." Oui men, bnt one to thirty, 
Fonned square upon a knoU, and William Felton, 
Foiesedng no escape from bonds or death, 
Charged deep into their ranks, clove, clove, and fell. 
His comrades certain Ihat to aid him meant 
Not aid, hnt dying cheap, stood back to back 
Until mere press of numbers bore them down. 
And such as were not slain were prisoners, — 
With them the Constable of Aquitaine. 
Bl. P. Mere cutting off an outpost. We must forward ; 

The sooner that we fight will they be free. 
(EntBi Qundos, fbllowvd br bis CoEnpany uid beuiag a rollcd-up banner ; aa they 

Bl, P, Now then lo quarters. Ch. First, Sire, hear my boon. 
BI. P. GriiQted, Right-hand. Ck. Behold then, Sire, my banner. 

Please you display it to the day, and grant me 

This day to raise it for, thank God and you. 

To bear it have I lands and heritage. 

Fof ise. 
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Bl. P. I pray jon, King Don Peter of Castile, 

Share tliis imfoldiDg with me. There will be 

No banner better borne in all the world, 

For it will be maintained by John of Chandos. 

( •• The Prince and King ipiead llie braner abrnid, which is of lilver, a sharp |dll 
gules, ud deliver \l to him, saying."— Fioisun.) 

Bl, P. anrf DffH Ptltr, Sir John, behold yonr banner : and thereof 
God send you joy and honour. Ch. Thanks, Sires both. 
And reverence. Joy and honour are my creed. 
{Ta hii CBmfany) Behold your banner ; guard it as your own. 
("They talteil Joyfully. "—FiiHssart.) 

One of the Company. Please God and aid St, George, we'll guard it well, 
Chamiej. Bear it Ihis day, you, William Allestiy. 

<Ke handi it over to AUsti;, a " Good English Squin~> 
SI. p. Now forward 1 Stay t We pray ere we advance. 

(H« pnys ^ Very God, Jesus Christ, vho hasl Ibmicd and crated me. consent by 
thy benign Grace, that I may this day conquer my enemies, aa I 6ght in a 
jiut cause to uphold this King driven from his heritage, which giveth me 
courage toproceed and ie.establish him." — He then lays his r^ht hand on Don 
Pelerwhoisby hinii sayiog-^Pnnssarl) 

Courage, Sire I — Cousin, You shall know this day 
If you shall have s poitioD in Castile, 
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Therefore advaace our banners, ia the name 
Of God and out St. Geoi^ 

(All ucgpt Sir Williun Bauichwnp file mny to Ibdc pes 
Bl. P. {ie Btauehamf.) Behold the foe I 

This daf shall see me conqaeror or dead. 
(Exeunt oi 

Henry. And so f on scotched the Duke of Lancaster's, 
And cat to pieces Sir Hugh Calverley's, 
And took Sir Thomas Felton's prisoners. 
Telia. Aye, Brolher. Henry. This is quits, Hugh Calverley ;- 
Yon left me in youi debt when jou lode off 
To Edward. At a vantage — so I deem — 
You had him, for I found him a stout knight. 
But, nobte lavthet, wondrous jour achievements. 
And wondrous shall be your reward : for now 
The still small voice within me, whispers 'omen,' 
That, as the Duke fared, so shall fare the Prince. 

L/Andrehtn. Saving your Grace, Sire, I will not gainsay. 
But, with your grace extend what you have said ; 
And first be suie that, when you meet the Prince, 
You will meet masters in the craft of war. 
The lions of all Chivalry, alert 

Pact lES. 
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j To snap up ereiy vantage that chance drops, 

! And men who '11 die as each man stuids in Itae, 

I Kather than yield a single fool they hold. 

I know them. Sire, for oft have we crossed steel, 

Nor would a coward have captained the picked knights 

Who charged, forlorn of hope, to reach the Prince 

Behind the vines and bows of Poictiers. 

But list, and you shall have them like trapped beasts ; 

Foodless are the;, as English armies wont. 

Guard well each passage against all provision. 

And they will have to flee before starratioa 

And straggle out for food, without array 

For you to hunt down in their little bands. 
Hmry. Marshal, I will not, by my father's soul. 

For I would meet this Prince and match our sworda. 

Nor will I move until I bring on battle. 

For thank God I have men enough — of Lances, 

Well-mounted, proof against their archers' shot 

Full seven thousand, twenty thousand other 

On genets in full armour cap-^-pie, 

And sixty thousand commons armed with spear 

And dart and shield and sling, all sworn to die. 

Rather than fail me in my righteous Cause. 

Wherefore, Sir Arnold, I am strange to fear ; 
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e may tnist in God Bod in oht valonr. 

enemtt^ — lOAtaDtly ^m oppoute sides of di« stage Tu«h Boglisli AnA 
igainat French uid SpaniaL A deiperflK la&iit ensues, vi whi^ 
h pKlyiueall killed Dciouted: some of the English are also killed : 



BL P. Heie comes our last new Baimer wilh a trophy 
To christen him, — no less a pnsoner 
Than great Ds Guesclin, Constable of Spain. 

Ciandoi. Nay, Sire, I took him not — I lacked the time 
For prisoners ; I strike down aod hurry on 
To Strike down more, and leave the foot to settle. 
My brave squires took Du Guesclin ; and then. Sire, 
I was struck down and likely to be killed 
By Ferrant, a tall Spaniard, who leapt on me. 
To pin me to the earth, — a man Coo great 
Of stature lo be moved, — bnt I recalled 
A dagger in my bosom, snatched it out 
And probed him in the back and sidee, some thrioe. 
And, as he bngaislMd, hailed him off, sprung up. 
And certain of my men, who'd seen me fall 
And hewed their way to round me, stood about 
Until we downed the foe. BL P. O welcome safe ! 
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The batUe h&d I lalba- loet tlun tb«e. 

The day methinks is oucs. Chandos. Theie is ao foe. 
^/. /'. And thou hast won it, Joho. My brother here 

Acknowledged thee bis beid and bis light haJtd, 

As thou wast mine at Poictiers. There's no kitlg 

Too high for thee to bear thyself beside. 
Ckandos. We fought oui iieioest, but your banner, Siie, 

Was strong as our right arms ; for when Don TeJJo 

Beheld the angiy Lion, his pale heait, 

Red foi a sleeping foe, or with the odds 

One to his thirty, drunnsed upon his ribs 

So loudly, that he trembled at the sound 

And rode away to drown it, and for guards 

To<ric two — may be three, thousand, their best Luioes. 
Bl. P. I prophesied as macli be6>re the fight. 

Our Marehajs, have they ridden roui^ the G£ld ? 
Ck. They have. Sire. Bl. P- What report they? Ck. Sire, la thus : 

The first division, under my Lord Duke 

The Marshals and your servaat, set vpon 

Their first, the hosts of France and Arragoa 

Under Du Guesclin, Constable of France, 

A battle of endurance : and the second 

Led by yourself upon theii second, led 

By Earl Don Tello ; these, when be rode off 
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With their flower, broke, and Ihem the Capilowe 

And the Lord Clisson, with our murderous fool. 

As they came up, defeated, routed, slew, 

Leaving you free to dash on to their third 

Comannded by the bastard king himself, 

Whom you engaged, and our men, strange to slings 

Which stunned good steeds, and cracked steel-plated skulls. 

Slackened some moments, bat our cloth-yard shafts. 

Driven like hail before a winter-storm, 

Swept them like withered leaves, and then Ihdr commons 

Turned each to save his miserable self. 

Leaving Eail Henry and the men-at-arms 

To breast your whole attack. The bastard king 

Was worth a throne : three times his men were routed 

And three time rallied with his deeds and words. 

Though left in sore straits by their line Don Tdlo. 

Between the first flight and the final rout 

Fell thousands, who were saved if they had fled 

When first they lost the battle ; and at last 

The Bastard spurred afar, in little doubt 

What mercy, being taken, should be his. j 

Their first broke last, and had Che men of Spain i 

Fought like the French, we had been fighting now i i 

But rank by rank we bore their commons down, ' 
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And one by one their leaders fell to ours 

Till all were ours, Da GuescUn, D'Andrehen, alL 

And then they fled in flocks, but each one man 

Had Death and England bounding at his flanks : 

And so we chased till brought up by the bank 

Of datkly-eddying Ebto, wheie no few 

Faced drowning as the gentler. 
SI. P. IFbiti/ing le Iht prisoners.') Who are these? 
J. of Gaunt, Earl Sancho, brother to the Bastard Heniy, 

Bertram Du Guesclin, Constable of Spain, 

Marshal of France Sir Arnold D'Andrehen, 

And a Giandmasler, Sir Gomel Garili. 
Bt.P. The Bastard Henry, is he prisoner 

Oi lying on the field ? /. ofGaunl. We know not yet 

(£Dter Junes, K^Qg of Majcurrft, with faia burner bolbrc him.) 

Bl. P. Hail, Cousin — Welcome for Majorca's aid. 

(Eater Sir Martin de Kajra, with Che King of FfHnm'a burner before him.) 

Bl. P. Welcome, Sir Martin, thank thee for Navarre. 

(Kater " Bon Peter, vei; much deigned, conuDg (rom the punuil oa ■ great bUck 
courser, with hii buoer, being the Arms of Castile, berote htm ; as soon as he 
sea the PrincE's buiDec he slights and goes ibither, aid when the Prince sees 
him, he goes to meet him and does iiim great lionour : there the King Dotx 
Pelei would have knelt down to thank the Fiince, but the Prina bastilr take) 
bi« hand and picvenLa iiim-" — Fr<n3sart-) 
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Don Pittr. I owe yon. Cousin, more than all, my thanks. 
And praise for happy issue of this day, 
Accomplished by your might. Bl. P. Nay, thanks to God, 
His all the praise : 'tis God gives victory. 

Don Peter. Sire, one thing more. I pray you, for the law. 
The tiaitors of this conntry, whom I see 
Here captive, as — my bastard-brother Sancho 
And those with him, that they may give their heads, — 
As richly they deserve. Bl. P. My Cousin-King 
For bonds of love and lineage I beseech yon, 
A boon I Don Peter. Vou know, that all I have is yours. 
And if there could be fiirther, it were yours. 

Bl. P. Then Sire, I pray you, pardon all your rebels ; 
For by this courtesy shall you abide 
In better rest and peace within your realm. 
But the Grandmaster, Sir Gomez GariLz, 
From him shall vengeance take her sacrifice. 

D»n Peter (dissemiling). Sire, I rejoice in grantbg yoor request 
As counsel in the garb of a request. 

SI. P. Lead in the prisoner. [The chief prisomrs art brought.'^ 
Swear your fealty, 
Homafie and service to your Lord tie King, 

<They kneel down bdore Dgn Peler, saying) 

PrUontrs. Fealty, hom^e, service do we swear. 
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Trnl; to hold of 70a, to be your snbjecCs 
And ever to acknowledge yoa oui lUog. 
Dffit Pder, I thank you. Sire, for this last courtesy, 
And other in times past, beyoad all couat : 
And T will pay yoD back with more than thanks. 
When I am through my task of swearing in 
The homage of my Kingdom, and can haste 
To ope my secret tieasure-vaults in castles 
On hills remote. Then shall ye all be rich 
Beyond expenses double — aye beyond 
The flight of English and of Gascon dreams. 

(All t«ire, Mcepl Dqq Poler and Feman &t CutroJ 

Den Peter (fo De Castro). Take this Garilz and knock off his curst head, 
A widow's mile of hoarded-np revenge. 
When Edward goes, then shall the heads fly off^ 
Nay, that's too good for traitors — Cut out hearts. 
Being tom-up by wild horses limb from limb. 
Simmered in oil and roast on gentle fires. 
Or crucified, or crushed with slow-piled weights. 
Or strangled through the forehead to the brain. 
Thrown into pits with rats and slime and snakes. 
Fed starving with salt meat and left to thirst, 
Chained at low tide, devoured alive by pigs. 
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Skinned, mutikled, bnmt, walled-ap ere death. 
Given the plague by flesh of plague-struck beasts. 
And all this shall these miscreanls receive 
B^vnd revenge's donble — aye beyond 

The flight of English anA ai Gascon dreams. Ha, Ha, Ha I 
(Eiil, UuKtuDC dUbolicall]!, to witoess Girilz's deuh.— Scene shifts.) 



ACT v. SCENE V. 

Si Anditw'i Abbey. Bonleaui.— A Rece|>tiaD Chimher.— The Block Prince b dii- 
covered lying □□ a couch prostrated by diseaac^ with him Joao, Cambridge mrtd 
suite. — Enter Idcquey, aimaiinclng Sir Guiscajil De L'Adgle froDt Poiclten.^ 
Enter De L'An^le with Klgna of mourniDf in his altire. 

Dt L'AngU. Ill news from Poictiers, Sire, the mighty Chandos. . . . 
Bl. P. Chandos in love my brother is. . . . De L' Angle. Is dead. 

signs to De L' Angle to proceed : Joai 
ays) 

Joan. Draw on our tears, Sii Guiscard, though the blow 
Of finding one, that was to him a brother. 
Hurled down the predpice of sudden death, 
Hath sta^ered him from speech, yet with his eyes 
He calls out " speak — I am a man — and pain 
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Should bind no man witli terror, though a womaa 
Have not the strength to tear her from its grasp." 
Speak I we would treasure each last word of Chandos, 
Each little trait, each look, each incident. 
Each feature of the scene that saw his end. 
As his true lady treasures up the lock 
Cut b; a comrade from a fallen knight 
Fighting in Palestine for Jesu's tomb. 
Oe 1,'Angie, The wounds that burst afresh in digging up 
The corse of grief, shall not o'erself me so 
As to begrudge you portion in the sorrow. 
It fell thus ; — he was Poictou's Seneschal, 
And, shame-spurred for the taking of St. Salvia, 
That aught should be found missing from bis charge. 
And with his mind a-boil to win it back. 
By siege or by surprise, on New Year's Eve 
Summoned to Poictiers three hundred spears. 
None but the great Lords knowing where he aimed. 
When darkness joined us we rode forth with ladders. 
But were not at St Salvin and nnhotsed 
Till midnight, and our ladders were scarce planted, 
When suddenly we heard the watch-horn blow, 
And judging all the garrison alert 
Drew off, 'Twas most inopportunely feared. 
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Foi, as out piisoDers shewed us afterwai^s. 
It was not our approach which waked the hoiii. 
But signals of some knights from Roche de Poissey 
Who came to diain the bravest from the town 
To joiD a couater-foTay. In ao hooc 
It had been al om meicy, but we rode. 
Unwitting, to Charigny, two leagues thence : 
Where learning, (hat, for now, we should not fight. 
We passed, two hundred Spears, and left Sir John 
Five score : it seems he entered some farm house 
And, chilled through to the marrow, piled the fire 
As he would end the night there. With him was 
Sic Thomas, seneschal of La Rochelle, 
Who prayed to ride with his own company. 
Some thirty Spears, in quest of an adventure. 
If all that night Sir John would tiny there, 
Who answered "Go your way i' the name of God." 

Joan, And did the French set on him at Chavigny 

With his poor sixty Spears — an army of them ? 

De L' Angle. No, Sire and Madam; you shall hear; he stayed. 
To cheer himself, upon the kitchen hearth. 
His varlets, with a dozen tricks of talk, 
Striving to wean him from his melancholy ; 
But he was moody and the year was dead : 
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And then they stiewed tbeu cloaks for him to rest, 

But he would none of them, and sent and sent 

To know if day had sprung, and last there came 

One with a bieath-iced beard, who blurted " Tidings." 

To whom Sir John " What be they ? " " Sir, (he French." 

" How knowest thou ?" "I left St. Salvin with them." 

" Which way rode they ? " "I cannot tell for certain. 

But doubt not, on the toad to Poictiers. " 

'• What Frenchmen ? " " Lois of St. Julian, 

Camet of Brittany. . . ." " I care not so : 

The voice within cries 'ride not forth to-night,' 

And though I go not, they may be attacked. 

For there are English out : " and so he stood 

Deep in a study, hut at last spake out, 

" 1 shall ride forth, for all that I have said. 

And I must back to Poictiers, for soon 

The day will be before with us." " True, Sir," 

Agreed his knights, and then he bade prepare. 

And, mounting, rode for Foictiers by tbe river. 

Meanwhile the French, a-many Spears with them. 
Drew nigh Sir Thomas Percy, who at ^ht 
Of nnmhers, tode up briskly to a bridge 
To eke his numbers with a barricade. 
J«an. Which vBliant Cbandos seeing, be assailed 
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The OTeiwhelming masses of the French 
And, saTing Percy, gloriousl; fell. 
De VAn^. Nay, Percy sa.w he not, nor Peicf him : 
The lion needed but to see Che French, 
Though he had scarce a handful to theit host. 

The French were all dismounted to assail 
The English barricaded on the brii^e, 
When the white-liveied pages with their borse* 
Beheld the Arms of Chandos in their rear- 
Field argent a pile gules — and 9ed away, 
DriTJng the horses with them, though he brought 
But forty Spears and was three furlongs off : 
And then Sir John defied—" Harkee, ye French, 
Biave men of war are ye, who ride at night 
To filch the lowns and castles of Foiclou, 
Whereof I am the seneschal, and put 
My poor folk to the ransom. Ye ride out 
In cap-k-pie as if the country round 
Was all your own— which will not bear the prooE 
Ye are fine fellows, Camet and Sir Lois, 
But eighteen moons have wasted, while I sought 
Encounter with you. Now, praise God, we meet. 
And proof shall be if you or I am best. 
Ye oft have feigned to seek me, now you lee me. 
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Me, John of Chandos, — and observe me well — 
The feats of aims for which ye boast yourselves. 
Shall now, with God's leave, go unto the proof." 

Whereat the French feigned gladness, but with beartt 
That gave Che lie ere words escaped their lips, 
And then a Breton, choleric as his race. 
Could curb his spleen no longer, but struck down 
An English squire thus taken unawares, — 
For that the French had not yet in due form 
Accepted battle, — and Iheyle^t on him, 
Probing to find a joint between his mail 
To let in Death. Joan. What said Sir John to this ? 
I say he cried " St. George " and rode them down. 
De L' Angle. Sweet Madam, No : he would not take a vantage • 
Vet think not Chat he passed it : for he cried 
" Sirs, will ye have him slain P Alight I Alight I " 
A»d then they all alighted, and the squire 
Was rescued, and the battle had b^un. 
The English were but few for such a press, 
But marched in as light-hearted as a host 
Driving in outposts. Twas a noble sight. 
Sir John, bis silver banner borne before, 
And knights and squires behind him, as he strode 
Wearij^g, above hie mail, hie coat-of-arms 
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Wrought on white saisnet, gleiming to the ground : 
A hard; and courageoos knight he seemed. 
One who should do some mighty feat of war 
Where hght was fiercest, as with swoid in hand 
He joyed to meet the foe. Jeim. And he achieved 
A glorious victoTf, and fell at length 
Drained by Che petty woonds be took while winning 
His twenty combats, whom no champion 
That breathes in France, could meet in ^ngle combat. 
De V Angle. Nay, Madam : he did win no victoiy, 
But fell at the first outset in this wise. 
The gracious dew, afforded by Earth's bteast 
To all the Sun begets, to nourish life, 
Hiis, turned against its Datuie, slew Sit John. 
For it WHS lying rich upon the ground 
Where Sir John slipped, first tripping in the robe 
Not meant for foot — a. most untoward fall. 
For five years gone, while hunting at Bordeaux 
A stag at bay had robbed him of an eye. 
And on this eye, unvizored, as Fate willed. 
One Jacques St, Martin smote him, as he rose 
Unwary to ward olf the unseen blow. 

The stroke was fierce and clove into the bmin ; 
He uevei spoke thereafter, but lay felled 
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And twice writhed over with the bites of pain. 

As one who felt the bitterness of death. 

And when his men descried his evil hap 

Their hearts were torn asunder, hat his uncle, 

Sir Edward Qiffoid, stepped up and bestrode him. 

Seeing the Frenchmen on tiptoe to take liim, 

And guarded him so valiantly and dealt 

Such deathly strokes that none of them durst try — 

As did Sir Bertram Case and Sir John Chambo, 

Both men distraught to see their great commandei 

Ije like a stranded warship, while the French 

Were fired with courage new, persuaded well 

That he whose name was panic now was dead. 

This ends it, sa»e that Allestiy clove him, 

Who smote Sir John at vantage, to the chin. 
Jooft' Even his corse a viclwy could win. 
De L'AttgU. Nay, first the French prevailed, for they were wxaj 

And ours were few and had forgone their vantage 

Of being horsed against the French unhorsed. 
Jean. Why rode not Thomas Percy to theit aid 

To take the French in reu ? t>e L'A. He couki see nought 

Blindfolded l^ the steep aich of the bridge, 

He waited an assault, and when the French 

Assaulted not, nkade certain thai theii hearts 
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Had fainted Jtf the straitness ofapproacft. 

And so, with due precautions, rode away. 

Ous- weie o'erwhch&ed t^ ntuabcis, but the pagts 

Had Bed with all the hoises^of (he FKEich, 

And, being in their plate, thej couhl not maj-ch 

Six leagues tbrough hostile ceuntiy with their wounded. 

So all stayed where tihe; stood, and two Btetoos 

Disaitoed to dlase and scent the pages out. 

Bat meanwhile we, the swrte two bandEed Speai» 

Sir John dismissed, had wind of Freocb abroad. 

And riding out to hnnt them, had (racked out 

The hooEiDarks of the horses and came on. 

With flags and pennons streaming in tlie windv 

Which so affrayed the Frenchmen, Hic«gii so many. 

That straight they yielded pri3oi>ers to them 

That were their prisoners, and when Poictott 

And Gascony and England, lance in lest, 

I>taTe spurs and raised their fierce " St. George, Guienoei" 

They called oM, " Sirs, do us no Tielence, 

For we are yielded priseners." When we saw 

Our great Sir John laid dumb upon the earth. 

Speech failed as. till out tongues were loosed willl teais. 

Which gave birth to a piteous lament — 

" Ah, Sir John Chandos, iowei of Chivalr;, 



Digiiizcdt* Google 



Sctney. EDWARD, THE BLACK PRISCE. 

A cntse was m the foi^ mg of that blade, 

Which put you in Death's mercy imawaTes." 

And all thai thronged aionnd him wept aloud. 

And plain was Chat he heard and understood, 

Although his tongue was palsied. Hands were wmng 

And gi^ hai:^ ton i men moumed and mourned and mourned. 

And such as were his household wellnigh died. 

And then they gently loosed his mighty annonr 

And bore him safe to Mortemer, and we 

Rode, with the oaptives, down to Bractiets. 
Jaat»~ Why stayed you not with Mm, all, »U of yoD, 

To luJe him bKk to life ? Vou say he heard ; 

Cane he to speak? De VA. Nay, Madam, nor yet moved 

Nor lived no longer than a day and night. 
Joai*. John Chandos, God have rocrcy on thy sool ! 

Not in an bundled years sh^ Englaad breed 

A man more rich in courtesy and store 

Of noble virtues and fair qualities. 
De I- Angle As I rode here, I stayed to bait mine horse. 

And through the open window of mine inn. 

Observed the commons, Englbh and our own. 

And «aeh, downcast, was moaning to the next 

That all was lost on this side of the sea. 

And ere I spuned bam Foictiers, I heard 

Patr »5. 
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A nunj captives there. bTa.ve, great French knights. 
Proclaim his death misfoctunate for France, 
And moim that he had not been taken alive. 
For haidy Chaodos was the gentlest msn 
To find oDt peace for Englishmen with French, 
And so beloved liy England's haughty King 
That he wonld list to him, before the vrorld. 
(The Black Prince reconn ^leedi uid, half itAitiog am eidaiK^ 
Bl. P. How are the mighty bllen I Chandos t John 1 
Von were my Jonathan, like Saul's tall son. 
Swift as an eagle, stionga than a lion 
In smiting down the fbe. My heart is dead : 
I loved you more than brother, and your love 
For me was stronger than a woman's passion. 
How me the mighty fiUlen with no Chandos 1 
Now all I pray is jost so much of strength 
Thai I may bear my armour's weight, to die 
Wreaking the death of Chondoi on the French. 
Nay, let me die this moment, that I may not 
Outlive his liie, whose life with mine was one I 
Jack, no French knave shall port as I Lo I come 1 



Jaan. Dead I he is dead ! Chandos'i death hath killed him. 
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L>t L'AHgk. Madam, I trow cot dead : this is not Death. 
Trust one to whom Death's whisper hath becoine 
Familiar as the voices of his friends. 
'Tis but the shadow of the Angel's wings. 
^can (excitedly). But death is in this throng. He must have all t 
And, quick, a leecb I Go, all of you, and call 
The Prince's leech. SCaj you, my brother Cambridge, 
Ajid 70a, Sir Guiscard. Aii I he most have air. 

L' Angle uaxioiulf 



ACT V. SCENE VL 

Si Andnwt Abbey, Bordutu.— The Bluk Piisce'i bcd-chunber.— The Prince u 
lying delirioiu, vith bim Joan, Doctor uid allendwitt.' — Eater John of Gaunt, 
Cunbiidge, De L' Angle, etc. 

Jean. Lords, I would bia you heard my Lord the Prince, 

Lulled now, but presently will he discover 

The fi-enzj that is gnawing at his mind. 
y. t>f CauHt. Madam, report outpaced you to our cars : 

You know how we condole. (Tie Prince rava.) 
Jean. Hark now, the Prince ! 

Bl. P. (lUliritms.) Sir King Don Peter, we have scoured thy reabn. 

And cleared the steps that moont thy throne, and now 
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If thou wilt psy the soldiers' long-nin wage 
And make-EOcd bare otpense upon th j count. 
We will, with thy fail pleasuie, basteo home. 
For 'mid the fermeot of a southern clime 
Bleed flux and fevei in oui English blood. 



(He ce>«s ■ r» 
Depart for Seville, wilt thou, when we choose. 
To ope thy nntonched treasure? Then depart, 

(He ceuo a lew moments.) 
Long have we lingered in this a^ish land, 
Although out swords are sated, for oui hire ; 
I.ong hath he luilted in Seville, but our tteasore. . . . 
Peter, iiXie knight 1 but nay, a kingbom King, 
False knighl he cannot be I Awake, O King, 
And wash the name of kingship from such stain 1 

VifAl, we shall die if we lie mouldering here. 
Be diy-iot-men to crumble neatb the tread 
Of lightest ailment that may trample us. 

What say you, Gascons — that the Prince of Wales 
Shoald sell his aims to bastards, to secure 
The price of blood? That will we never do. 
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The honour have we wen, tf not the gold : 
If he is false, we are not. We musl hence, 
.Afid when he wants neit, 9:11 the gold in Spain 
Shall not buy back oar trasl. Ah Peter, Peter, 
Thou hast debased the Eolden crown of Kings. 

fot^i. Ah, peace 1 this is not Spaio ; thau art at rest 
Here in our maniage-chamhei at Bordeaux ; 
Tia Joan -not Peter, Joan you fein had wedded 
Ere )'ou had won your spurs, for whom yoH waited 
Those fifteffli sprit^, yonr wife, your children's mother. 

Bl, /". Ab 1 Chandos, Chandos, Ch^idos ! This eye-wound 
Opes not the gate for Death. His tongue is Sunned, 
But presently shall wake agaki. How oil 
Is every venturous Itnight in tourney stunned 1 
Bnt we must quit the blow— Set on, St. Georgel 
Joan. Ah, rest 1 Alas brave Chandos rests too well : 

T-OQTney -shall stun his venturous head no more; 
Now is he deaf e'en to " St. George, Gmenne." 

BL F, Melt down the golden vessels of my feasts, 
The jewels that make princely robes- of-state. 
To pay these greedy Gascons what is due 
From Peter's faithlessness? Nay, 'b^ my soul. 
Their Gfiscoa greed shall prey on Gascony. 
We will have tases, ixt. each hearth — the tax 
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Shall thus be light, fee there aie man; hearths. 
What saj fou, Seneachal, that Kings of France 
Dued never ti« the Gascoos ? There is much 
Tliat I dare and the Kings of France dare boL 
I say (liat I will tax these Gascon hearths, 
And let Che baroos haag i/allt back exhausted again), 

Jaatt. I am no Gasccm, 

No, n(K no BaroB, Ned. Bl. P. What sap yoa. Lords t 

AU Gascony in aims against my tax ? 

Then Gascony shall feel the ann of England, 

As heavily as Fraoce hath. feim. Peace, tired head. 

Bl. P. Was it my Father whispered peace i Then peace 1 
Forbear the tax 1 Nay, where ye know the men. 
Give back all monies paid. It is my sire's. 
Not mine, this peace. Whatever groaod yoa yield 
To rebels, forms the hase for fiesh advance ; 
To give breeds claims : and kindness is the child 
Of weakness or the dave of cowardice. 
You caiuot crush Ihe reptile, till you stamp rt 
Beneath mailed heels : bear witness that I would 
Stamp every serpent, great or small, that lifts 
Its head to hiss rebellion. D'Albret, 
I care no more for you and your curst uncle 
llian for a pair of badgers, showing teeth 
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Yes, I have loved ; my heart is Dot of stone. 

Sweel ConEin, posy do more primroiies. 

The wood is gieeD, the moss is green, the Sowers, 

Wind flowers and violets and primroses. 

Are sweet and fiill of dew ; soft blows the breeie 

And waimly ^nes the noonday sun of spriiig 

Through sky like June's : but posy no more flowers, 

Fra I would talk — nay Cousin, let me kiss ! 

Mother, I want my Cousin, Princess Joan, 
And I will have none other though I live 
To kugbt my brothers' grandsons X.tinkt back a imrniii 
Joan. Joan is here, 

Not Peter, not great Chandos, — Joiui, thy wife. 
BL P- Sir Thomas Holland was a noble knight. 
Great in the field, and in the Coundl great, 
(We had none tnistier) but he is dead. 
And Joan — my beacon, now shall you be mine. 
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For while 7011 tifed, bope liveiJ, and I 'nritild wed 
NoDc other. Nay, disclaim nol ! I ^ do teims, 
No parley, bat surrender. Joan. Husijaod, Ned, 
1 am youi wife, this raanj' a happy f^fi 
In suany Aquitaiae, won luLk from Fiance. 

Bl, P. Stunmon nie to my liege, the King of France 1 

Of what do French make treaties ? It was sealed 
At Chartrcs that Aquitaine should hold of England, 
Ani owe not even a courtesy to Fiance- 
France summons me, but France is not my liege. 
And I will go before tbe King of France, 
But I will take a hundred -thousand men 
To pay due reverence. Where thall it be 7 
Wik hear my plea at Cre^y or at Calala 
Or Poictiers?— NajHi b not in France. 
Joan. Best, tired head ! I am not the King of Ftaace^ 
BdI sad queen of the kingdom of thy heart. 

BL P. Limoges betrayed I that Bishcfi of LinK^es 
Its traitor I Ah, tbe wisdom of the serpent 
Hath killed St. Peter with its *enonied looth, 
CM was I kissed of this Iscartot, 
This slimy, wriggling, bite-your-baj^ deaf.add^. 
Bear witness, all, that by ray father's soul, 
(Whereby I never yet was lightly sworn) 
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I sw«ar to have this City of limoges 

And teach a. tune to tnitors for all time. 
Joan. PeAce, peace, Limoges is In thine hand once more. 
Sl._F. Call you Limoges too stiong fra the assault ? 

Where be my Duchy's miners? Men of Comwall, 

Dig me a mine to gold that 's in this town. 
Joan {aiide). Alas ! he hears not rightly : be b rapt 

In listening to his frenzy. Lancaster. Hush I list bard 

He speaks again, we must not lose a word. 
Bl. P. Nay, Sirs, you have no Comishmen with you. 

Who have the art diiect fiotn Solomon, 

Whose miners went there in King Hiram's ships. 

Mine def^i to undermine a Comishman. 

Now, Jacky, fire the mine. Ha 1 falls the wall ? 

'Tis Jericho and sonnd into the b^ach. 

On, Lancaster I On, Cambridge t Gascony, 

The town is ours 1 Charge 1 Traitors get no quartet. 

Slay every citiieo I The viper-Bishop, 

Scotch, break his back and hurl into the flames. 
Joan. Hold, hold, the Bishop is a man of God. 
J. of Gaunt. A man of God turned man of Belial I 

But have your way, fur sister, he hears not. 
Bl. P. Ha, Ha ! the gutters ran with traitor blood ; 

I smell the rich steam of burnt sacrifice, 
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But yon is brftvetf done ; those be good knights 

Who set their backs against tha.t ruined wall 

To sell theii lives at deaiest. Would that I 

Were sward-ia-hand to leap from my proud steed. 

Not jailed up in this littei. Lancaster, 

Cambridge and Pembroke, do ye three alight 

And 6gbt with this fair three. Well-fought, French knights! 

But OUTS are too good knights for yon. My Brothers, 

Now that these knights have yielded at your mercy. 

Receive them to our mercy. Such good blood 

Should not be spilt, as rabble veins must bleed 

To wash out the Iwtrayal of the town. 
Joan {bathing his Jore/uad earestin^y). Peace, Edward. lamdaoghter 
of a prince ; 

And never woman wedded two soch knights — 

Immersed in bloody wars — as Vou and he ; 

But thus to feast on Uood makes mine run cold. 

Peace 1 Make your peace with heaven, and beseech 

For rescue of your mind from this mel^ 
Lancaster ^^k stifled saHsfaction). Sister, ye now must home without 

Diseases have winged feet in Southern dimes. 
Joan. I think home-air the surest medicine. 

And rest lioiii state the first great rule of lift. 
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Good Lancaster, I praj you, take <mi[ reins ; 

So may we haste on board the very hour 

That he can brave the hardships of the sea. 
iMUOiter. With all my heart, that will T, Madam-sister. 
Joan. Now, pia; you leare as, Sirs ; the sick man's cloths 

Ned constant change ; — and T un &iiit for TesL 
(The Prince, elc, retire.— Tbe Scene shifts.) 



ACT V. SCENE VII. 



J. ef Gaunt. Was ever beard the like i These vilUin knights. 
With " We will choose our speaker for ourselves," 
" First such and such abuses must be stayed, 
And such and such Kii^s oificers impeached," 
And " We must have account of what we ^ant " i 
Then they elect this Peter de la Mare, 
My brother March's steward, thinking thus 
Us princes to divide among ourselves. 
I care not for my brother March's knaves. 
Not if they make all Speakers, bat his boldness 
Was strained beyond all license. Let me weigh 
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His rebel woids. " We have been mocb opptessed 

With pajing fifteenths, even ninths and tenths 

With customs on all canoes sent abroad. 

And costoiDS on lU cacgoes brought to us. 

And service of our persons, fees and fines. 

Commissions of array and what besides. 

Lords, we be loyal subjects of the King, 

And loyal sons to England : ^1 of these 

Id good part would we take, without demur. 

If they were spent upon King Edward's wars, 

(Though they have scarce been prosperous of late). 

But we have token that nor King nor realm 

Has thereby profit, and require therefore 

Account of what they yield and how aie spent. " 

What do these base ignoble knighis essay ? 
lliink they them kings ? They cannot know my power. 
Therefore, when tbey assemble in this ^ace, 
111 come before them in such majesty 
And daunt them with such force that they nor theirs. 
From this time forth, shall dare arouse my wrath. 
A KtUght. O Sire, chain up your wrath : what boots your power. 
Knowing how these same knights are undeishored ? 
The love and favour of great lords have they. 
Above all of the Prince, who gives his aid 
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And counsel, >s b alt tie ncdeitakes 

With might and main. And, Sire, the Prince of Wales, 

As Pncce of Wales, is m^hlier in powei 

Than Lancaster as Duke of Lancaster, 

And bloody swords are hard to sheathe. Besides 

You know the temper of the Londoneis, 

How quick to bows and bills and quarteistaves, 

Who are too well-affected to these knights 

To suffer them to sufiei vitdeoce ; 

And If yon laid your bands on them, ^ou'd fiie 

The vengeance of the city. /. of Gaunt \aside). Their petitions 

And declarations point not straight at me, 

Though they would glance and vound, were not mj! armour 

Proof against Tfrrelt's arrows. Latimer, 

Nevil and Lyons are goats enough to bear 

One sessioD's ^ns. But if I ftxce th^r aims 

On nie direct, why Soinl Sebastian 

Would lose his honours. I have uDoed so deep 

That if the Commons were as rich in pardon. 

As poor Popes at Avignon, yet could I 

By no pni^lt(»is wash away their wrath. 

1 must play courtier. {Ahud) Sirs, for your good-connael, 

Heart's thanks: I shall be guided, lay aside 

All mieu of force and stiffness <£ the neck 

Eapm. 
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TVlieii fioDtii^ the asseinblf , show mjsdf 
So mild and full of favour as to draw 
All hearts to vonder. iftd Knight. You lejoice tis, Siir;, 
For on suspidon Imgtime cntcitained 
Is capped the news how late the Prince of Wales, 
When Richard Ljrons, teaifnl for his skin. 
Sent him by ship a thousand pounds, encasked 
Like stutgeoD, spumed it, with contumely. 
But afterwards repented the refusal, 
Saying thai it were better to have gone 
To his good kmghts who travail foi the realm 
Rather than back to swell the robbers' store. 
J. of Gauni. So ? then my brother is mine enemy. 

{Simulaies grief) But much I fear that be shall not be laa^ 

Tbe enemy of any : for a foe. 

More doughty than the stoutest knight in France, 

Hath borne him down and threats with coupKle-grace. 

His son is young and shall be counselled well. 

And thus shall have more wisdom than his father. 

Oh t I do grieve that be whom all so praise 

Hath so short time to live. I could not bear it 

But that I knew that his ill counsel too 

Had life as short : till this ill couosel die» 

We must foibear to amputate tbe sores. 
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That gangrene in my fiitber's faithful Commons. 
But now must we withdraw, for 'tis their hour, 
And we must parley all, not one by one. 

(EiEune^The Scans ihifts.) 



ACT V. SCENE VIIl. 

A TDOca Id the Old Palace of WeslminiaUr, Trinity Sunday, June Slh. 
1376. On a conch tkc Black Prince dying, with him Joan, the Bishop of 
Bangor, the Herald Chandos, Prince Richard, attendants, ctc- 

_/aan. How art thon, love ? — no longer the strong prince 

Loved of the God of battles, yet my love. 

Dearer as thou art weaker day by day. 
Bl. P. But poorly, Joan, for since that Parliament, 

The river of my life Is running dry, 

And I lie a poor watchman for the call 

Of the Death-Angel's bugle ; tis the Saints 

A respite have vouchsafed for prayer and alms 

And other fruit of pious penitence. 
yean. Not this brief respite otJy hast thou hallowed : 

Through five whole years of feebleness and pain 

Thon hast been all for Heaven and good works. 
Bl. P. Ah 1 me, this pain 1 I have no fear of Death, 

We have been eye to eye a hundred limes : 
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Hit pale hone trampled round my youth at Cre^y, 
Aod I have Eeeu his sable plumes and mail 
Darken my path at Calais, Poictiers, 
Najaiei, and some score of ikirmishes. 
Sieges, assanlts, and lallie* % tmt this flu 
Drains life aud strength, nay ' drain ' is merdftil — 
It svreati them. Why not mine on foughten field, 
Bome down by stress of numbers, to have sunk 
' A sheaf of wounds, as John of Chandos fell, 
Old glorious John of Chandos, pure of fear 
And pure of stain, who lode into hU fights 
A smile upon his face aod on his tongue 
A merry jeit or snatch of roundelay. 
But with bis eye enkindling ? Oldest friend, 
Mj heart broke when tbine rested. Ah I this pain 
Stabs like the news they brought me of thy death. 
What is this day? Banger. The Feast of Trinity. 
Bl. P. The day that I have honoured most of all I 
Perchance this pilgrimage of stormy seas 
And ambuscaded roads and thirsty itoons 
And nights in dens, may have fair end to-day. 
And I exchange Earth's torture-house for glory. 
{He prays)* " O Blessed Trinity, whose name on Earth 
* The actual prafcr.— The Priocc luci [he iiusular aumbcr. 
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I bave adored, whose honour to enhance 
HaEh been mj chief delight, in whose true faith 
I, sinner and ill-doei that I am. 
Have ever lired, I pray it ai Thy grace 
(As I Thy feast have glorilied on Earth 
And bade the people for Thine honour's sate 
With me in joy to keep this holiday) 
To free me from the body of this death 
And deign to call me to that joyous feast 
Which is prepared in heaven on this day." 

(All pnaeuL w«p iuid covtr Ihtir f«c:B.-J™n IriM to speuli, but 
ovswhelm ixr.) 

Bl. P. Sirs, I have strength to apeak, but call you quick 
My iathcr, and my brother Lancaster, 
And with them alt. Earls, Barons, Bachelors, 
Who chance within the Palace. For my prayer 
Is answered, as I know by certain signs. 
And now is the b^^ning of the end. 



Bl. /*. Let no man be denied, the least of them. 

(They in»p in round him : he sddieiscs then 
Bl. P. Sirs, I have nought to pardon ; pardon me. 
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And though 1 have not wherewithal to j^eld 
Doe recompeiue to service so ongnidged. 
Yet all shall bare the utmost that mj coffers. 
Deeper than rnanp a sovereign King's, can bear. 
And what I foil in gnerdon, pra; t God 
And his most boly Martyrs to make good. 

(TlwT crowd roiuiiV mtx^fioz faeaFtDj and moamiiiE lenderi/.^^^Thjuidoi HenU. 
— UtuwUJe li*ve enund Edw. Itl^ John arGaiuit.Euk, Buihis, Knights, 
tic, with Bungiir.— The Bladi Fiincg wldrascs hit Fmtber Ua his hooiehold.) 

BL P. \ pray you. Sire, the gifts I base bestowed 
On these most worthy gentlemen, to seal. 
And further pray your love and favour for them. 
For not of me alone have they earned well. 

E^. III. This and more also will 1 do, my son. 

Bl. P. And, secondly, I pray, of my estate 

That which I owe, pay quickly. Edut. III. And this too. 

Bl. P. And, thirdly, this 1 charge you above aU, 
You, Sire, ajid you, my brother Ijuicaster, 
Hold Others' strength and wisdom roimd my son. 
This ten-years -boy, and brothers' jealousy 
Rotmd Joan, my true fair wife. Beth. We swear to it. 

Eiim. III. Bishop, the Book I We'll swear it on the Book, 
(Bangor Iiuds tin Book: bgth take U and swcu.) 
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" We swear upon this Book, in sight of God, 
To cheiish and maintnin him in his right." 
Barora, etc. {prasing fonmrd). "Give us the Book, for « 

(They Bie mtm upon ii > 
" We swear apon this Book, in sight of God, 
To guard our Loid Fiince Richard in his right." 

SI. P. Come hither, my son Richard, thou art young. 
But yet no younger than was Hannibal, 
When be bis life long vowed to hate of Rome. 
I cbaige thee love, not hate, and thou must swear 
In peril of a dybg fcther's curse , 

Not to diminish aught nor change in aught 
That which, in view of death, T have l>e<iueathed 
To these most &itliful gentlemen. Richard. I swear, 
Not to diminish auglit oi cliange in aught. 

(Enti 

Bl. P. Come, Richard, come I Draw nigher, to see well 

What thou so long hast coveted to see. 
Slurry. Sire, I will swear what dreaded oath you choose, 

I never coveted to see your death. 
Bl. P- Thon liest : thou hast dreaded for thy skin, 
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Thy coward coDscience whispering tlia.t I 

Should VISA tby misdeeds, and ill advice 

Thou cetisest not to tendei Co the King. 

I «rould I had so much of life Toachsafed 

That thou mightsl prove the proverb, that ill-counsel 

Comes down upon his head, who counsels it. 

But now God calls, whom humbly 1 implore. 

Thai if the hand ofjustice slumbers on. 

He will Himself make end of thy misdeeds. 
Slurry {tueefing. ) Pardon, I do beseech thee, dying Fiince. 
SI. P. Nay, God requite thee : trouble me no longer, — 

Enough that thou needst fear my bee no more. 
StuiTT goes out; tho Prince bcEins Co fail rapidly fuid lose stienglh, till he can 
scBicdy breuhc- BaDfor, Kcing this, cames forward.) 

Bandar. Peace, Son 1 Death knocts ; and soon you will have passed 

To judgment : rather seelt forgiveness 

For bitterness against your trespassers ; 

And since you oft have trespassed against God 

And many men, pray pardon, first of God, 

And afterwards of all you have oflended. 

Of malice foiethougbt, wittingly or no. 
Bl. P. I will. Bangor. There is no pardon for " I will," 

For, while you have speech left you to express, 

Von must expressly supplicate for pardon. 
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Bl. P^ I wilL Bangor. Prayer's wings are penitence. Bl, P. I wiU. 

Banger. I ted Ihe presence of some Evil Sjarit, 
Who strikes repentance dumb. 

■s or the room, nai suddenly 
;o Heaven, «ays) 

Bl. P. I thant Thee, God, 

For mercies all : and first beseech thy grace 
FoT my most heinoas sins : then from my heart. 
Seek grace of all who wronged me or were wronged, 
Bangvr. Pray God, he has his grace, for be is dead. 
(Amid ereat mourning lod WEeping, Edw. III., John of Gaoot, etc, embrace the 
bod; ind pass out, leaving Joan and Utile Richard alone with it The curtain 
falls as Joan, in an undertone inaudible lo the audience, b malting tittle 
Richard iwear upon Ihe dead body of his father to emulate his greotness.) 
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BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

FRITHJOF AND INQEBJORQ AND OTHER POEMS. 

Published by Kegan Paul, Trench & Co., London. In gteen cloth 

boards, 5s. 

Of which The Wisiniimter Rrvieai said : 

^We read with pleasuit the talc of ' Ftitblofand Ijinbjorg,' and can rccodunetjd 

it to our rcsden. A good talc well told, jnstifiu publication.^ 

And The Glasgmo Ktrald: 
" Even In the rouf;h Hezanutcn of the American Poet (Longfellow) the itory is 
words. It muil charm all who nid it." 

AUSTRALIAN LYRICS. 

On antique rough-edged paper, in paichmeni binding, is. 

Of the first edition The Graphic said : 

"The bat thing; in the Volnmc Is nDdoubtsdIr ' The Squiie'i Bnxber,' a talc of 

true love told m nngiD^ measures ; but there b mucb more that will delight the 

EcDuine lover of poetrr.' 

And of the second edition The Figaro : 
"Their author may well be ccntent to be judged by these samples of hii literary 

And The North British MaU : 
"The wttter of sudi a poem ai 'The Squire's Brother,' must nodoubtedly be 
tanked among the poetl." 

And The Mormng Post : 

"Mr Douglas B, W. Sladen'i channing little bojlcofnne. Entitled ' Australian 

LyricB.' now appears in a secoud and carefully revised edition. There is do donH 

that the Vqts Pol^uli. which has already ptodaimcd ^ The Squire's Brother.' a love 

talc told with s[Hrit and pathos, the best ot these poems, is, as usual, correct- ' 

A POETRY OF EXILES. 

Uniform with Australian Lyrics, is. 

The Aeademy, October nth, 1SS4, said of the first edition; 

" With as much freshness of subject and ardour of feeUng u chanctetised prerious 

productions, they hare more niiety of theme, and sure of the kind ef dcscripCiTe 
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And of the second edition Tfit Literary World, April yaih, 1886 : 

" 0»cr uid over agaiOt in every vuiecy of pathetic expresuop comes the sigh of 

whiclt means doi diH^tent with the present, hut ioatmctive lemembrAflce of that 
which wu left behind. MiSladenisamuleriDthiskindofvecte.an<I uriddsitu 

te^n. The letters addroKd to (liendi on hirthday, weIldioi^ ami Chriitaus 

A SUMMER CHRISTMAS. 

ta gieeu cloth bouds, Gs. 
Of which (he ^riAJ^t Quarltrly Rtvteui, of Jan. 1st, 1885, said: 
" Mi Sladen tella his stotj in a vLffdrcniB Hndibn^c TeTK> and he telieres it by 
' c lips of his fiicDd. lie doei not claim that die work 11 a poem, but 



cs from the lij . ^ , _,^ 

only a novel in verK: hut certainly such pieces ■■ 'Odfiseiu in Scheria,' *Sui 
Sebastian,' which is dramalic in [he mosl exsctiDC leiUe ofthe word— nod ' E^^pbo.' 
which is truly lyrical, may lay claim to ban|[ poema in themselvea, and, u mto^ 
Indo, may lay claim to communicate somethii^ of poeticcharacter and chum ta tba 
whole. For ourselves^ we have read the latter piece with real SDJoyment and 
appreciation of the mnaic and delicate fancy which mark it Many other portions <tf 
ibe volume might well claim more exhaustive notice, inch as we cannot now give it. 
But we commoid the volume to all who care for flhauccr-likc preicntmeat of 
character and liluatloo. lor humour and sly tatitc, for imaginalion and real powei of 

IN CORNWALL AND ACROSS THE SEA. 

Of which The Qium, July iSth, 1885, said ; 

" Mr Sladen payi a uihnte to the memory of Lindsay Gordon, the ^ Poet of 

Viootia' : bat that erratic and unfonunate geniui left little behind him that is u 

good at many parts of Mr Shidea't work. Taken allogelher it gives him a high 

claim to be considered the best poet that Australia hat yet produced." 

And the Saturday Reviem : 

^ Mr DotieUa Sladen's topographical poems have a good deal of freshness and 

chaiactcr. They are alto|Eether pleaaant reading for Englishmen, as they reSect 

very agreeably the patriotism of the Australian coloniit, and the sentiment towaiYte 
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